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PUBLISHER'S NOTICE. 



The Publisher accepts the respdnsibility of 
submitHng these Diaries to the judgment of the 
reading public. 

After having lain hidden for many years, 
if^y have most unexpectedly been unearthed, 
and the Editor, not feeling competent to form a 
reliable opinion as to whether there would be a 
demand for a series of Diaries narrating in an 
exceedingly interesting and attractive manner 
events extending over a period of a century, 
submitted them to the opinion of her Publisher, 
who unhesitatingly formed a favourable estimate 
of them ; he accordingly advised that they should 
be published, and therefore, with much confi- 
dence, he ventures to submit them to the judgment 
of what he believes will be a large circle of readers. 

May IS/, 1907. 
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Cutting from " The Court and Fashions Gazette," 1821. 



The greatest consternation prevailed 
at the close of His Majesty's Ball on 
Thursday night last, owing to the sudden 
and mysterious disappearance of the 
Honble. Mace Diana Allspice. The young 
lady had made her curtsey to the Throne, 
and was much admired for her grace and 
elegance in the quadrille, which she 
danced with his Lordship of Germaine, 
after which she was not seen again. Her 
distracted parents, with their younger 
daughter, were the last to leave the 
Palace, and each coach was most severely 
searched after the alarm became known. 
Every effort is being made to obtain such 
information as will lead to the recovery of 
this elegant and youthful beauty, but so 
&r they are all in vain. The Kin^ and 
other members of the Royal Family 
enquire daily, but their gracious kindness 
has hitherto met only the gloomiest fore- 
bodings. Society, while hoping for the 
best, not unnaturally fears the worst. 
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Editor's Note. — All the first part of 
this diary is missing, quite one-third of 
the pages having been torn out. 



Digitized by 



Google 



SUMMARY. 



BIRTH OF D. M. A. . 




1805 


ELOPEMENT 


. 


1821 


ROGER'S BIRTH 


. 


1822 


TWINS BORN . 


. 


1825 


sister's MARRIAGE TO SIR 


GEORGE 


1827 


ARRIVAL OF "AUNT Dl" 


. 


1831 


VISIT TO LONDON 


. 


1837 


HIGHWAYMEN . 


. 


. 1843 


DEPARTURE OF MERCY . 


. 


1846 


MARRLAGE OF ROGER AND 


PATIENCE 


1848 


ABSENCES AND ART 


. 


1852 


CRIMEAN WAR . 


. 


1854 


BIRTH OF SON, WHO DIED 


. 


1857 


BIRTH OF ROGER III. 


. 


. i860 


BIRTH OF DAUGHTER, WHO 


DIED . 


1864 


BIRTH OF DOROTHEA 


. 


1868 


DEATH OF " AUNT DI " . 


. 


1892 


MARRIAGE OF DOROTHEA . 


. 


1893 


A GOLDEN WEDDING 


. 


1898 


THE LAST ENTRY 


• • 


■ 1899 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Holmes, April, 1831. 

Well, I have arrived ; for good or ill 
here I am till Doomsday, I suppose ; 
and how to live, not merely exist, in 
this atmosphere, will be a daily riddle 
for me to solve. It is very good of 
sister and her husband to have me here. 
The place is pretty, and they keep a 
great many servants, and appear to know 
all the quality within ten miles. They 
drive a splendid coach and four. The 
gardens are laid out with consimimate 
taste, and sister's clothes and apartments 
are elegant in the extreme. The children 
are dear little things, the twins by the 
first wife make me cry to look at them. 
They have a not-wanted look that almost 
makes me hug them, but fortunately I 
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The Thoughts and Intents 

have not so far forgotten myself or the 
credit of my upbringing as to give way 
to impulse as yet. I like Sir George; 
he is a vastly good master of his house, 
and is fond of his children ; but his wife 
is No. 2 in every sense, I should say. 
This will interest me to watch in un- 
guarded moments. 

Sunday. 

I do not believe I can bear it. The 
blinds drawn down whenever the sun 
shines for a minute, the French flounces 
that seem to hide all that is womanly 
and human, the ridiculous headgear that 
comes from Paris and makes the EngUsh 
matron a guy, the silly tittle-tattle that 
— ^but what is the use of finding fault 
with all these things ? I am to live with 
them from now henceforth, and the 
sooner I get to like them the better for 
poor me. 
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OF MY Heart. 

Thursday. 

Nothing has happened except some 
visitors to call, and they looked at me in 
a curious fashion, and one drew her skirts 
aside when I sat down on the same settee, 
— ^not to give me more room, but to avoid 
contamination. Yes, I know that was 
the reason ; and sister went very red, 
and said to me afterwards, " The Foleys 
are in such an exclusive set, it was nice 
of them to talk to you,'* and then she 
stopped, and I waited to hear the 
rest ; but she murmured something 
about Sir George, and went out of 
the room. Is this to be my life for 
always ? 

May 1st. 

Nothing of interest to write about. I 
have just two ideas in my head. One is 
to ask for a set of rooms off the middle 
flight which no one uses, and which I 
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should dearly love to have for my own : 
three rooms opening from a passage facing 
the centre staircase, with large folding- 
doors shutting it all to itself. The other 
is to visit the nursery, and play with 
those little forlorn children, who are 
always being scolded or corrected for 
something they have or have not done, 
irom the moment they come downstairs 
till the moment they go up. 

May 3rd. 

I am going to be a happy woman after 
all. I have got the rooms. Sir G. came 
and looked at them with me when sister 
was out driving. He seems to under- 
stand I may not always want to sit in 
public ; and he says the whole of the rest 
of the house has been done up lately with 
new papers, carpets, furniture, &c., all 
the same style of decoration as the Prince 
Regent had for Carlton House, &c. ; while 
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OF MY Heart. 

these rcx)ms have never been touched 
since Queen Anne's day, and he is sure 
sister would not think of using them as 
they are, and I prefer them in their 
faded condition. They will suit me, 
and I shall suit them. They are all 
panelled, and were painted white years 
and years ago, so are very dirty ; but he 
is going to have them cleaned and 
scrubbed, and has given me leave to 
choose anything I like or want from the 
lumber room, where all the former fxuiii- 
ture of the house has been put to make 
way for these elegant rosewood chairs 
and tables that somehow do not please 
my taste. I am not very old, yet already 
I often feel quite behind the times. 

May 5th. 

Such a lovely day, and such a busy 
one. The rooms were all washed and 
cleaned yesterday by Sir G.'s orders. 
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I do esteem a man who acts without 
delay. Two men and three maidservants 
were set to work at 5 o'clock yesterday 
morning. The paint, the floors, the win- 
dows, the chimneys and ceilings are now 
spotless, and while these were being 
attended to I had some happy hours 
with Betty in the lumber room. Sister 
came and laughed over the quaint old 
things put aside, but Sir G. comimended 
my choice, and had many reminiscences 
of what were treasures in his mother's 
day, and may be again in years to come. 
My collection is complete, and to-morrow 
the carpets and the curtains are to be 
arranged, and the twins are to come and 
romp there with me before we put the 
furniture in. 

May 7th. 

Not a moment to write. Betty, the 
children and I have enjoyed ourselves as 
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OF MY Heart. 

I could not believe it possible to do. The 
rooms are finished, and old-world furni- 
ture, with the faded silk hangings and 
the worn flowered carpets against the 
white panelled walls, all give a sense of 
rest and peace that I hope will spell 
haven and refuge for me, and possibly 
others, when life is weighing heavy on 
hand. I love the ancient air that seems 
to breathe a benediction as you pass from 
the landing on the middle flight inside 
the big mahogany doors, and get a whiff 
of dried rose-leaves that I fotmd in big 
china jars, and which sister says makes 
the place smeU mouldy. 

May 15th. 

I am sure the children are going to be 
interesting. The twins are so alike ; 
both have fiery tempers which will help 
to give them character, but they suffer, 
I think, firom the present-day style of 
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upbringing. One thing I must say to 
the credit of the second wife is that she 
makes no difference in her treatment of 
the two famiUes. Her own children are 
banished to the nursery in disgrace for 
some trifling word or action just as easily 
as the stepdaughters, and the latter are 
had downstairs and shown off at suitable 
times just as much as the former. But, 
oh me ! would they were mine, the whole 
lot, step and all and sixteen others would 
not be too many for this hungry heart 
and these empty arms. They call me 
Aunt Di, and I love to hear the little 
voices whisper through the keyhole for 
permission to come in. Talking on the 
stairs is, of course, forbidden, so they 
creep outside like mice, and a sudden 
draught, caused by the gusty, anxious 
breath of the spokeswoman, makes delay 
on my part an almost tempting of Pro- 
vidence to smite me with the earache. 
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Sister rarely comes ; she prefers the glmt 
and the glitter of golden lozenges on 
moire walls, and the twinkle of the glass 
chandeUer, reflected a thousand times in 
full-length mirrors, with alabaster hands 
in alabaster cuffs, l5dng about under glass 
shades on velvet cushions which, though 
very much the mode just now, I must 
own give me the creeps. It seems so 
careless of the original owners, unless to 
remind us that it 's better to enter into 
life with one hand rather than — no, I 
will not take the Scriptmres in vain, even 
to myself, but submit that this too is 
an allegory. 

June i6th. 

When I read over the first part of this 
precious book, and feel the old thrill of 
magic once again in my blood, I wonder 
if I can possibly be the same woman now 
writing in dull respectability as I was 
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when the first page was penned. Only 
sixteen then, and now twenty-six in years, 
and a hundred and six in thoughts and 
feelings. My God ! What a ten years 
to live through and be sober, sane, and 
sensible, to all appearance, still. Some- 
times I think I ought to tear out the 
leaves scrawled with our heart's blood 
for fear that other eyes should ever 
behold them. I might as well ; it seems 
childish to cling to written sentiments 
when one has had every nerve and fibre 
pulled out by the roots, everything taken 
and torn from one's grasp, everything 
one has cared for, and held on to and 
loved, wrenched away till the poor 
quivering mass, an apology for one's self, 
is left unrecognisable. Am I the same ? 
Are any of us ever the same again after 
a hand-to-hand fight with the devil, 
and after that seeing the face of God 
suddenly shine on us when we thought 
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He was dead ? I don't think we can 
be. Yet the fact of keeping this diary 
intact is proof that I, Diana Mace 
Allspice, elderly, worthy and common- 
place, was once that " Madcap Di *' 
beloved and adored by the best man 
that ever graced this world or another. 
As long as I keep this it is a witness to 
my own brain that I am not mad now ; 
when I think and think of the past, it 
is a tangible proof that memory is a 
blessed and not an accursed thing. I 
shall not write regularly here ; there is 
not enough to say. Sir G. and his lady 
interest me vastly well. Should / have 
been like that in circtmistances such as 
these — correct, precise and formal to the 
extinguishment of every vice and virtue 
that makes me myself ? 

October 2nd. 

A quilt for the best bedroom has been 
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The Thoughts and Intents 

my contribution to the house this sum- 
mer. Parrots of every colour sitting in 
a cherry tree is the device, and would 
lead you, dear, to suppose that the 
worker was the gayest of her sex, and 
the vividness of her wools but expressive 
of her sunny, glowing Ufe. Well, God and 
you and I know better, and the rest do 
not count. 

New Year, 1832. 

Two good resolutions to add to mmi- 
berless others that have gone before. I 
hope these will add to the welfare of the 
house. I am so very comfortable, and 
so much happier, after some sort, thaa 
I expected to be, that I want to make 
my being here a help and not a hindrance 
if it is possible. No. i is a determina-^ 
tion not to keep worrying the Almighty 
every minute of the day with a reminder 
of my woes. I do not suppose I could 
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have lived through these years but for 
His help. I expect it would be better^ 
considering all I have had, if now I could 
show my faith by leaving these things^ 
in His care nights and mornings, and 
then doing what seems given me to do 
the rest of the day without demanding 
any special attention from above. That 
is the first, and the next. No. 2, is to try^ 
and get Sir G. to let me adopt one of the 
children as my own, and bring it up and 
educate it just as I please, and have it 
always with me, except at meals, which 
we should have downstairs. I beUeve it 
would be very happy. I should let it 
grow, and not be a victim of that awful 
DMntal cramp I see overtaking the poor 
little flock, every one of which are being 
packed tightly into the same mould, and 
bits that don't pack are just cUpped off. 
I have suggested it to the parents, but 
I don't think they will agree to my plan. 
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The child I should wish most to have is, 
of course, not likely to be selected, so I 
try to feel equally fond and attached 
to them all, that it may not be a grief 
whichever is proposed. 

January 2nd. 

" Little pitchers have long ears," in- 
deed, and how my contemplated plan got 
abroad we do not know ; but that it did, 
and set forces working without delay, we 
•do know for a certainty. Sister and I 
were doing the morning round together 
to-day, and when we came to the house- 
maid's cupboard we heard voices inside 
that made us pause on the landing. 
This is what we listened to 

'* Please, please God, let it be me. I 

<io love Aunt Di so much " Sobs 

filled in the break, and another little 
voice took up the petition. 

'* Please, God, do manage it somehow. 
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I want it to be me just as much as 
Patience does, but it can't be both of us, 
and we do want it to be so dreadfully 
much. O God, do let it be me, and 
don't let Patience mind. That," with 
more composure, "would be the best, 
unless you can think of anj^thing better, 
O God." 

Sister pushed open the door, and there 
l)ehind it knelt the two little twins. 
Tears streamed down their faces, and 
their tiny hands were clasped together 
in anguish, their eyes were tight shut, 
and they were lost in spiritual abandon- 
ment. Sister, quite dry-eyed and un- 
moved, said, " Children, what on earth 
does this mean ? " 

I stayed to hear no more. I flew down 
the slippery stairs to the library and 
demanded of Sir George that I should 
have Patience and Mercy at once to love 
and to cherish, to dress and to teach, 
27 
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and I don't know what, with the memory 
of that cupboard scene fresh in my mind, 
I was not willing to undertake so that 
the children's prayer might be answered 
without delay. The result will not be 
known for some days yet. 

January 7th. 

Sir G. and my sister both very kind^ 
but cannot understand why I should 
want to adopt either or any of the chil- 
dren, or why they should wish to be 
adopted by me. I cannot well say " it 
is the sense of freedom they enjoy in 
the rooms off the middle flight, as opposed 
to the tjnranny," to call it by its real 
name, " that pervades the rest of the 
house where they are concerned." Such 
a remark would not be understood or 
appreciated, and might possibly be an 
obstacle to the fulfilment of our desires. 
The twins pray consistently, *' Let it be 
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me, O God/' with an occasional amend- 
ment from both in their higher and better 
moments, " Don't let the other mind ! " 

February ist. 

I have got Patience — the reason given 
is that Mercy is such a much more diflft- 
cult character to deal with, that she needs 
to be kept in subjection with a rod of 
iron, which I am not quaUfied to use ; 
nor have I the inclination, which is, of 
course, by the way. Patience, being the 
more docile of the two, is handed over 
for me to experiment with, and we are 
both as happy as can be when we forget 
Mercy's miserable little face, and her 
continual state of disgrace for loss of 
temper. 

February 28th. 

This is a great interest in life. The 
little girl comes to my room before 
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breakfast, and we first have a splendid 
romp, that starts the circulation and 
makes it easier for her to learn things 
new and old. Then I tell her a Bible 
story, and teach her the catechism, and 
hear her prayers, and get myself as far 
as possible into her confidence that she 
may lose that sense of fear which exists 
between one generation and another. I 
believe that all this is passed on in the 
schoolroom, and that Patience poses as 
a mentor to the rest of the family. 

April, 1832. 

A year ago I came here. A whole year, 
and what have I done, or what have any 
of us done to mark it as worth the living ? 
I asked Patty the good what she thought 
this morning, and she stared at me open- 
mouthed ; then she gasped, " Am Di, 
you Ve done lots and lots of heaps of 
thmgs ! " 
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" What things, Patty ? " 

** Things for us and for everybody. 
Kisses," softly, " and hugs, and romps 
and laughs ; we never, never laughed 
till you came." 

I squeezed the child nearly to death. 
Is it true ? Have I really gladdened a 
tiny comer of the big world by bringing 
what remains of myself into contact with 
it like this ? It seems odd that a heart-- 
broken, hope-shattered woman should get 
such a verdict from the most just of all 
judges — a child. I think resolution No. i,. 
perhaps, has not been as cracked and 
chipped as some of its former fellows. 
So help me, God, to the end. 

Same day, later. 

Visitors to call, and a Uttle boy and 
girl with them. I should not naturally 
have seen them but that sister is out of 
her element with creatures as young as 
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this, and sent for me. I took them into 

the garden to show them a bird's nest 

we had fomid, and the boy, a lad of ten, 

looked at me with big brown eyes that 

smote me clean to the heart. They were 

liker to yours, my dear, than any I have 

ever seen since that morning when I saw 

the last of them for ever, and knew it 

down in my heart, dear life, for all the 

T)rave words we spoke. I don't know yet 

who the family are ; his name is Roger 

d'Aleeth, but that does not tell me the 

only thing I want to know, which is, 

liow does he come by your eyes ? It 

may be he is a relation of yours. I 

should never know all the marrying and 

giving in marriage that took place in 

your family. One was enough for me 

in that short space of time, and then 

was deemed incomplete by some, or it 

may be — ^it may be — you know what is 

remotely, dimly, feverishly possible, and 
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what it seems folly and madness to 
think ! 

April 27th. 

I went with my sister to return General 
d'Aleeth and his lady's call to-day. She 
is a charming woman, the most to my 
taste of any I have met since I abode in 
this place. I had an opportunity of 
talking to her for some time, and the 
children came in and made their curtsey 
and bow in the best style. I admired 
Master Roger's height and his curls and 
his pretty manners to his mother, and 
but for the thumping of my silly heart 
I should have remarked on his eyes and 
his general air of Ukeness to a family of 
some distinction formerly known to me. 
The little girl is of quite a different 
appearance, and does not attract me at 
all, but the boy — he is so Uke what I 
think you must have been in the days 
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before we met. Is it possible, do you 
think — or rather, do you know — and can 
you not find some means to tell me ? Is 
the spirit world so fast shut off that you 
cannot come to me sometimes ? Ah^ 
my dearest, I know you would if you 
could, and in my comforting dreams I 
think that you do. 

June 20th. 

The roses are in full beauty. I have 
undertaken to make some potpourri ; 
sister having found the duchess stirring 
the spices and cloves when calling there 
the other day, is desirous of having some 
of the mouldy stuff in her drawing room ; 
not because it is sweet and nice, but 
because — ^well, you know why. 

New Year's Day, 1833. 

Nothing has occured worth recording* 
I am just another year nearer meeting 
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you, and that is my chief account of 
time. How fares it with you, sweet- 
heart ? Are you so wise and good that 
earth is becoming less and less to you, 
while Heaven means more and more to 
me. Are you in love with an angel, I 
wonder ? No doubt there are many in 
love with you, after a glorified fashion, 
of course, which — but no, often when I 
am going to write or say something of 
the kind I was going to then I am 
stopped by a feeling you are listening, 
or seeing or feeling, and it might hurt 
you. I know it would not in the old 
days, but now you are different, and I 
want to get nearer you, not farther off, 
so that is why I am disconnected at 
times. 

April again. 

All " great events," as we call them 
here, seem to happen in April. And this 
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is the largest thing I can remember in 
the last two years. Sister has been con- 
verted. We have had a revival in the 
town, and everybody has become some- 
thing different from what they were 
before. The drunkards have become 
temperate, the idle have become busy, 
the fashionable are now dowdy, the men 
are giving way to tears and emotions 
like women, and the women are becoming 
strong as men. The servants are leaving 
for places more in accordance with their 
imregenerate views, others express a 
desire to enter a godly household. The 
wicked all seem turning good, and the 
hitherto good, if I am not mistaken, 
appear by contrast to be dangerously 
wicked. What does it mean, and why, 
in the midst of this boil, do I sit un- 
moved ? I feel nothing for myself per- 
sonally, only very interested in others, 
but as a spectator, not an actor. The 
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effect on my sister is curious. She does 
not know what to do with herself, and 
reminds me of a tree or a bush that has 
been always known for its foliage, never 
for its fruit and flower, suddenly finding 
itself bursting with new life and throwing 
out all sorts of wonders that make the 
leaves curl up with awe and amazement. 
She has given away her Paris gowns, 
and intends leaving off the crinoline and 
dropping all flounces. Rich food is for- 
bidden for the table ; balls, dances, and 
theatres are all sinks of iniquity ; a laugh 
or joke an affront to the God who made 
us, and hynms of a not very high stan- 
dard are the only music, if you can call 
it such, that we have been treated to for 
some weeks. I say nothing, though 
frequently urged for my opinion, feeling 
it is a pathetic trying after something 
better than has been, and, as such, must 
be gently dealt with. It is the reaction 
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of inaction in a special line, and must 
have a vent, possibly an exaggerated one, 
to attain the mean. This, at least, is 
what it appears to a mortal who is, no 
doubt, one of the most mistaken of her 
kind! 

August 12th. 

Sir G. and his wife have gone to 
Scotland, and I am in sole charge of the 
family. We spent the day with the 
d'Aleeths. I am more charmed with 
them, father, mother and children, each 
time we meet. I feel there is a tragedy 
somewhere hidden, but not a sign is 
given that I can judge by. The young 
folk passed most pleasant hours pla5dng 
many games together in the beautiful 
garden, and I talked and listened to their 
fond mamma about things in the ab- 
stract — such a relief from the beef and 
mutton in concrete. 
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August 15th. 

Roger and his sister came here. There 
is a force like a magnet about that boy, 
and, conceited though it might sound, I 
feel it is strangely mutual. He is curi- 
ously obedient and affectionate for a lad 
of his age to a strange old woman of 
my years, only two short of thirty. I 
wonder what you would think of me ? 
It may be that with all the pain I have 
suffered I have yet been spared a greater 
pain, because of all it means, the growing 
old in the eyes of the one man for whose 
sake a woman wants to be always young. 
Absurd and ridiculous, no doubt, but, 
dear sir, would you not like me to feel 
that about you if you had been spared 
to wear false teeth and a wig ? But to 
return to Roger. He kisses my hand, on 
meeting and parting, with a stately grace 
that becomes his handsome form, and 
reminds me more each time of somebody 
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I dearly love ; his brown eyes look at 
me with a kind of wonder in them, as 
though they were seeking the explana- 
tion of some mystery which mine ought 
to explain. Is it possible his mother 
could ever relate me anything touching 
your near-of-kin that could account for 
the resemblance ? You will think I am 
" daft " on the matter, unless you know, 
my dear — unless you know — and then I 
beseech you, tell me. 

October 30th. 

Friends have been stajdng here for 
shooting, quite a party, and some of 
them very agreeable. The hall was 
cleared one night, by Sir George's orders, 
for a dance, but my sister almost wept, 
and the idea was abandoned. I find it 
difficult to understand this train of 
thought, that sees evil in amusements 
because they are pleasant ; still, better 
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folk than I have so judged before me 
that one is disinclined to set up one's 
own opinion. It made an uncomfort- 
ableness, however, which in front of 
guests is an undesirable thing to do. 
I feel sorry, as the heads of the house 
had not much conunon ground on which 
to meet, and if there is to be harsh 
judgment on one side and resentment 
of this new state of things on the other, 
I cannot see how harmony is to prevaiL 

12.30 Midnight. 

My sister has been here to talk with 
me. She is very unhappy. She wants^ 
to " hold up the light," so she said, for 
her family and house, and feels it can 
best be done by finnly refusing to sanc-^ 
tion such things as she now believes to 
be wrong. I suggested that as it is 
her husband's house as well as her own, 
the should allow him to indulge in 
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such pastimes as he has always done, 
and which up to now they have both 
considered harmless. This she feels is 
trifling with the devil. I am classed 
prospectively and without hesitation 
among his legions. 

Christmas, 1833. 

*' The sky is going to fall," as Cocky 
Locky said to Henny Penny, for I — do 
you hear, my dear ? — I have had an 
offer of marriage ! A Major Green, sweet 
name, implores me through the medium 
of the post to be his wife. He was 
shooting birds here in October, and it 
seems was shot himself in the heart by 
my tactful observations on things in 
general and principles versus prejudices 
in particular. ** The fine distinctions that 
you drew," he remarks, " were worthy 
of a masculine brain rather than a 
ieminine intellect." Yet, poor thing as 

42 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF MY Heart. 

it is, he seeks to join his own intelligence 
with mine, and declares life will be 
insupportable unless I accede to his re- 
quest. Are you honoured by this appre- 
ciation of your wife's qualities, and is 
your spirit agitated lest she should accept 
so unexpected a dignity ? Have no fear, 
my heart ; no one ever can or will efface 
your most beloved image, which is always 
with me ever5rwhere, as you yourself are 
with me, changed, but never, never dead, 
only gone before, that I may find you 
waiting when I come. 

Easter, 1834. 

A rather sad thing has occurred to 
our good friends the General and his 
wife. It concerns Roger. Seemingly he 
gives some trouble at school, and it has 
been notified that his return is not 
desirable next term. I do not know the 
reason, but suspect unreasonableness of 
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judgment and lack of sympathy have 
much to do with the case. His parents 
are grieved beyond words ; they hoped 
so much of the boy, who is finer and 
handsomer than ever. I frequently wish 
I were his mother ! He is just eleven, 
and will be sent to Eton next September 
if a tutor can meanwhile instil a habit 
of obedience into the dearest and most 
affectionate lad that ever gladdened 
woman's eyes. 

June. 

The month of roses, and in that part 
of the garden where they bloom alone in 
their splendour a little party of five have 
spent some happy times and hotirs. 
Mercy and Patty and I have continually 
been joined by Master Roger and the 
Reverend Mr. Jarvin, who have ridden 
over after noon, and, putting up their 
horses, have stayed till the cool of the 
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evening has enabled them to return in 
comfort. I talk with the divine, keep- 
ing one eye on that beloved boy, who 
has a spice of something in his composi- 
tion that savours not of above. He 
reminds me of you, he reminds me of 
myself, to such a great extent that I 
believe sometimes the gipsies changed 
him with the d'Aleeths' own son unbe- 
known to them. This sounds like mental 
aberration, but it may be instinct ; if so, 
I know I shall know some day. But 
do you ? and will he ? Oh, my dearest, 
what a life of ignorance is mine ! 

September. 

Autmnn has come upon us early this 
year ; the weather changed when Roger 
went to school ; in fact, everything 
changed then. Sir G. kicked over the 
domestic traces and got drunk after his 
kind, and my sister wept and raved' and 
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prayed alternately after her kind. Not 
that the boy's departure had any influ- 
ence on either of them, or the weather, 
but being in an impressionable mood, 
these things were notified in the sweet 
region I call my mind, and blended with 
my own sense of loss. I adore Roger ! 
there is no doubt about it. I love him 
because he is a bit of you, but how, I 

neither know nor c ; yes, I do care, 

that is just it. I care Uke a savage. It 
feels dangerous when I think about it ; 
yet his mother is, or appears to be, like 
an angel from heaven. I would not for 
one moment dream evil of her, I could 
not ; it would shatter one's beUef in one's 
self ; besides, the General's devotion is 
great, both to wife and child. I do not 
say children, for the girl has no place in 
their hearts, only in their lives. She is 
a defiant little thing, resenting all that is 
lovely or of good report in a curious 
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fashion for one of her age. The twins 
do not like her, but she comes here 
to play with them, when they quarreL 
violently and make it up again, only to 
fall out as soon as occasion offers. 

November 8th. 

I have been to spend a week with the 
d'Aleeths, and Patty came with me, that 
she and Maria might bear each other 
company. Mrs. d'Aleeth expressed to 
me her anxiety over her daughter's 
character. It is a very difficult one to 
train. She reminds me of a briar that 
wants to grow wild in a wood, and has 
been transplanted to a beautiful garden 
by mistake. I do not understand how 
she comes to be the offspring of the 
General and his wife. She is strangely 
unlike either parent, and differs entirely 
from their son. They are an interesting 
family, but the air of mystery I first 
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spoke of when I met them still pervades 
their house, and at times I have the 
sensation that I am on the verge of 
some discovery. The atmosphere vi- 
brates with " longing " as I talk with 
my friend — a longing, so it seems to 
me, that is mutual, a desire to tell what 
it is desired to hear, but so far the 
silence is unbroken. I dare not ask — 
perchance, because I dare not hear — 
the answer. She is a good woman, and 
I love her. 

December 20th. 

Sir George has given the vacant living 
to Mr. Jarvin. He seems a good man, 
and preaches, according to my sister, a 
soimd doctrine. I like him because he 
had a beneficial effect on R., who, by 
the way, is doing very well at his new 
-school, and who is returning now for the 
holidays, and, with Mr. Jarvin at the 
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rectory, these eyes will see him (not 
Mr. J.) oftener than of yore, and there- 
fore, dear, you understand why this 
living gift is a pleasure unto me. Am I 
not a fool ? Fancy if you had lived and 
shared the folly, my good sir. 

January 6th, 1835. 

A great conmiotion in the affairs of 
men, and we seem likely to suffer, as the 
inmates of a house divided against itself 
always must suffer till the rent is repaired. 
Lord and Lady Chumey are giving a 
ball to-night for young and old. This is 
to be conducted on the most magnificent 
scale, and the whole county is bidden to 
attend. Sister pleaded to refuse the 
invitation, first with tender and endear- 
ing words, then with gentle tears she 
sought to further her desires; failing 
these, the wrath of God was hurled at us, 
and she took to her bed for three days 
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with nervous prostration. The scene 
took place in my room, whither she came 
to advise me how to act in the event of 
her argmnents failing, and my support 
being required ; but behold, Sir G. 
ahready in possession both of my room 
and sympathy. So they talked, and so 
I Ustened, and wondered whether you, 
my dear, were hovering near, and heard 
and saw and felt and gave thanks. The 
end of it is that Sir G. is to do as he likes 
(a most unusual course for a man to 
take), and he wiU attend the ball in 
company with me and the children, or 
rather the twins. Sister is to do as she 
likes, and is to stay at home with the 
children that are hers. The wonderful 
fairness of this arrangement is pointed out 
to her daily, plainly showing that the 
groimds have no complaints — I mean 
there are no groimds for her complaints. 
I am getting so sleepy I cannot any 
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longer write sense. Good-night, beloved ; 
watch me till I wake. 

January 7th. 

So it is over, and we are all back again, 
sitting clothed and in our right minds. 
An enormous success is the general 
saying, and my Lord and Lady deserve 
a vote of thanks for their extreme gener- 
osity and kindness to young and old 
and middle-aged, amongst whom I count 
your earthly self. I did not want to go, 
my dear, you know that, though I had 
not wits to tell you so last night ; but 
sister would not, and the twins could not, 
so she said, imless I accompanied them 
and their father. I did not know what 
you would wish. I have never danced a 
measure since that last with you, nor 
have I ever entered a ballroom empty 
of your presence, and I had no intention 
of doing so, but Sir G. begged me hard 
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to go, and the pleasure of the twins came 
in full force upon me, and I knew you 
in heaven, looking down, would see my 
reasons in my heart, and would not 
misjudge, but imderstand. So I went, 
and, true to myself, enjoyed the evening 
as much as any and more than most. 
I sat with the matrons, and heard a 
deal of G)urt gossip ; such goings on, 
dear heart aUve, you would have loved 
to hear ! They say the Duke of C. is 

really But what is the good of 

writing history for you ? Either you 
know it already, or if you don't it will 
fail to interest you. The twins looked 
vastly well, and the two ballrooms pre- 
vented any crush, so that people of all 
ages confined their attentions to their 
respective suitability. Lord C. and the 
General and Sir Charles Foley all sought 
to lead me by the hand, but I was firm 
in refusing till after supper, when Sir 
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Roger de G^verley struck up, and young 
Roger with, the brown eyes came and 
bowed before me. It might have been 
you. The action, the air, the sUght 
touch of devihnent in the audacious 
manner, lying tmdemeath the outward 
signs of deferential courtesy, aU belonged 
to that blessed past when you and I, 
my dear, lived in fairyland. I took his 
arm, and we danced as if our ages were 
the same, though I am thirty and he is 
thirteen ; yoimg enough to be my son, 
and not impossibly, though still improb- 
ably, is ! Do you think I harp too much 
on one string ? Well, tune your own 
harp, and sing loud so that I can hear, 
and tell me what I want to know. 

March 25th. 

Lady Day. I went to church, Mn 
Jarvin having service at eleven. I won- 
der more women do not go on this date ; 
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it seems peculiarly our day — ours, I 
mean, who have suffered ; for what 
would the world be Uke if there had been 
no Blessed Mary, no Incarnation ? I 
feel so much how this mystery deepens 
one's sense of things ; everything is lifted 
up because of it ; nothing can be common 
or unclean any more, and we women of 
the civilised world have to thank Chris- 
tianity for all that makes Ufe worth 
living. Far more than men do we owe 
to the fact of Christ's having lived and 
died, and may we never forget what our 
position was in B.C. when we are apt to 
complain at times in A.D. I mentioned 
something of this to sister on my return ; 
but she said that special days should not 
be set aside for meditations, all days 
should be sacred ; that is why she is 
trying to eliminate all fim and amuse- 
ment from the family circle, that they 
may remember always what I seem 
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only to do on anniversaries and such- 
like. I believe she is right, and told 
her so — in theory, that is, not in prac- 
tice. I do remember always, but it does 
not seem necessary to remind others of 
the excellence of my memory. I never 
forget you, but how many people know 
this ? Nor is it desirable they should. 

March 30th. 

I have felt irritable lately, dear, and 
do not know why. Perhaps it is the 
east wind which has prevailed this 
month ; any way, my sense of loneliness 
is at times greater than I can bear 
pleasantly. Patty is a comfort, but she 
is a child, and I cannot talk to her as I 
would to you. Oh, my dear, my dear, 
shall I ever see you again ? Do you 
think I am brave ? I try to be, but 
the years and years and years that have 
to be gone through alone ! I am thirty 

55 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Thoughts and Intents 

now, and I may live to be ninety — ^wha 
knows ? Our family is long lived as a 
rule, and shall I want you all that time 
as much as I have done and do ? 

April ist. 

I do not think I am well. The spring 
feeling in the air may account for it, or 
else I have got the vapours, and must 
turn my mind to outside things ; but 
this is difficult, as we see few visitors 
now, and conversation is not encouraged 
for fear of trifling elements, so that Sir 
G. drinks more than he did, my sister 
weeps more than she did, and I fret 
more than I did. God help me, and 
others in like case. 

Later. 

The children came in when I had 
written so far, and persuaded me to go 
out with them and gather primroses, 
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and while we sat on a fallen log and 
tied the flowers into bunches, who should 
come by but the Reverend Jarvin, jog- 
ging along on his mare. He dismounted 
at sight of us, and, hitching the bridle 
over a gate, came and sat down to talk. 
The children wandered away, and then 
suddenly I was conscious of a silence 
that must be broken at once. Before 
sufficient wit came to my succour, how^ 
ever, my hand was taken, and our 
rector, on bended knee in the crisp 
brown leaves, was pouring out the story 
of his loneliness, and his need of sym-^ 
pathy (hiraian, and womanly at that), 
and his longing for a mate ; and alto-- 
gether such a flow of eloquence as 
stemmed all ideas, on my part, save the 
one of rescuing him from the situation 
as quickly as might be. I pressed his 
hand with open, sisterly affection, pray- 
ing him to rise and sit beside me on the 
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log, when it would be easier to converse 
•on a topic of such moment. He was 
very grateful, and my feeble efforts to 
help him were calmly crowned with 
success, for he listened while I talked, 
and did not renew his passionate appeal, 
but accepted the friendship I offered as 
if he understood that loneliness such as 
mine was not for loneliness such as his. 
Yet he could not really know, only 
<iimly ; but I think we both felt better 
for the meeting. 

February, 1836. 

I have not written for a long time ; 
there seemed nothing to record. We 
are all going on as before, only the 
twins are growing up, and go twice a 
week to the town for music and French 
lessons ; and we have a tutor for sister's 
son, and a mademoiselle for the little 
^Is, who also instructs Mercy and 
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Patience for several hours a day ; and 
then they come to me, when we read 
aloud some useful work and discuss it, 
if possible, at dinner. Otherwise no one 
talks, for Sir G. has become moody and 
silent, and sister more wrapt up than 
ever in the state of oiu: souls. We seem 
to deprive her of speech on subjects of 
common interest. If I had not you to 
remember, and if I did not know deep 
down in the depths of my being that *' aU 
things work together for good," I should, 
I think, become paral5rtic ; but there is 
work for me to do. I know the rooms 
off the middle flight have a value, apart 
from the rest of the house. People drift 
in when the curtains are drawn and the 
candles are lit (wax, and two at a time, 
if you please), and we talk and talk and 
laugh as we never do downstairs. Mr. 
Jarvin comes very often. I am so glad 
we are friends, with no sore place to be 
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guarded on either side ; just two people, 
a man and a woman, who can respect 
and admire each other with the certain 
knowledge of nothing more romantic ever 
to come. You, looking down, can see 
just where the real difficulty lies for me. 
I need not write it, but what if I do ? 
It is only natural the wife should resent 
her husband's confidences with another, 
yet if I do not make him welcome when 
he comes (not Mr. Jarvin, you know, 
dear), where is he to go ? I ask her fre- 
quently to join us, but if she does the 
result is lamentable : no one is easy or 
happy ; the talk becomes stilted ; the 
jokes so feeble, they die as soon as born 
instead of producing others better than 
themselves ; the sense of tyranny over 
every thought and word and deed is with 
us all, and freedom of speech, therefore, 
impossible. Dear, had you lived, and 
our marriage been announced to the 
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world, should we ever have come to this - 
pass ? I cannot believe it ; but, if so, I 
would rather have the memory of that 
short but raptiurous time followed by all 
the agony you know, than have outlived 
our sympathy with each other in a state 
of outward respectability, but hidden 
misery and inward strife. 

March 24th. 

Fifteen years ago this very day, you 
remember ? You cannot forget. Spirit 
or not, I know you are with me still, and 
see what I am writing and feel what I 
am feeling. I go through all the shifting 
scenes one after the other, year after 
year, and everything, even to the minu- 
test detail, stands out as clear as it did 
that night fifteen years ago. Do you 
remember how yoiu: sword caught in 
Lady M.*s lace as we passed to the coach, 
and your " Damn ! *' changed to " M*am ! " 
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so quickly, with all the grace and apology 
of the courtier ? Do you remember my 
bent and huddled form wrapt in your 
mother's cloak, and my face hidden with 
her hood and veil ? It brings the blood 
into my cheek even now to think of all 
the dangers we escaped before ever the 
door was shut and the palace left behind, 
when, of course, the real excitement of 
the race began. You were good to me, 
O best of men ! Shall you ever forget 
Betty's consternation when John pushed 
her into the coach at the comer of the 
Mall, and she foxmd she was off to Gretna 
Green with you and me ? Dear heart 
alive ! what a journey that was. I could 
write a theme upon it ; but why, when 
we know it all by heart ? 

May, 1837. 

There seems great likelihood of the 
little Princess Victoria being called to the 
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Throne very shortly. His Majesty is 
suffering and ill, and if he dies, as it 
appears he will, I shall have lived in the 
reign of four sovereigns, and no man or 
woman alive will be able to say more than 
that in a year or two's time. The children, 
are deeply interested in the thought of 
a young maid not much older than them^ 
selves becoming Queen of England. It 
will certainly d^much towards bringing 
women to the front, and some years hence 
they may become a power to be reckoned 
with. 

June 30th. 

It is as I said. The King is dead. 
Long live the Queen ! The country is 
in a state of great excitement ; we hear 
rumours one day only to be contradicted 
the next. Sir George has gone to London,, 
and we await his return with justifiable 
impatience. The young ladies, Mercy 
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and Patience, have been promised a sight 
of the Queen before long, and we shall 
probably go to town for the Coronation 
<iay, when I suppose all the world and 
liis wife will be there too. 

August 17th. 

Maria and Roger d'Aleeth came to 
■spend a long day with us all. She is very 
much the same as she al>ways was, singu- 
larly unattractive in spite of her good 
looks. I do not know what it is she has 
or lacks that accounts for a feeling of 
almost repulsion towards her. I am not 
the only one with this impression. She 
seems to repel every good wish or noble 
thought ; they appear unable to Uve in 
her presence, which rather calls into being 
all the works of the devil, and makes them 
manifest in us. The twins had little gifts 
for her on her birthday, and though she 
thanked them, it was without gracious- ' 
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ness, and when she spoke of her parents' 
kindness it was ahnost with a sneer. 
Poor child ! she is her own enemy, and 
will suffer all her life without knowing 
why. Roger is tall and manly, and 
shows unmistakable signs of breeding. 
Nothing can make up for bad blood, my 
dear ; it is sure to come out somewhere 
or at some time. At present there is 
no sign of it in Roger, wh<^ is at that 
most difficult age, neither a boy nor a 
man, yet one feels an air of distinction 
hovers near him. Where does he get it 
from, do you think? He is going to be 
a soldier, and will most likely go into 
the 7th Hussars. He will be an orna- 
ment to any regiment, of that you 
may be siure. I see signs of interest 
in him on the part of both the sisters 
here. They are now aged thirteen, 
and he is, I believe, sixteen, so there 
is no cause for anxiety yet, though there 
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may be tragedies and comedies in the 
future. 

November 2nd. 

We are in a whirl of excitement indeed- 
We are to start for London in three days, 
and witness the Queen's visit to the City 
on the 9th. I think Mercy and Patty 
will scarcely survive this gratification of 
their dearest wish. 

November 4th. 

I am very pleased with my little Patty. 
She is growing into a charming girlhood ; 
in fact, both she and Mercy seem to be 
above the average in intelligence. I 
wish the education of women was more 
advanced. The mass of accomplish- 
ments rendered necessary by social de- 
mands in these days leaves little time 
for thinking out original ideas that the 
Almighty endows us with. One of the 
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things that strike me most is the humility 
with which people regard a view or an 
opinion that is absolutely their own. 
Unless they can quote authority for it, 
they are apt to mention it with an apology 
or to dismiss it as soon as uttered, being 
a thought of no account. Now if this 
continues, how shall we ever rid ourselves 
of the trammels of preceding generations ? 
Someone must step out in each decade 
and give an impetus to other minds, and 
I encourage these children to fear no 
thought only because it bears not the 
stamp of antiquity. They have a right 
to their opinions, I say, on the middle 
flight, but the drawing-room says they 
have none ; so we keep the balance even. 
The two are very similar, the most marked 
difference being that Patty has greater 
self-control than Mercy, though an equally 
fiery, and I think artistic, temperament. 
They both love, and they both hate ; no 
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via media there. They thirst for know- 
ledge of every description, not by hear* 
say, but by experience. They are able 
to appreciate even where they do not 
understand, and they are quite willing 
to understand where they fail to appre- 
ciate. They are fond of music and 
painting, but nothing gives them such 
real pleasiure as acting. This, of coiurse, 
is seldom allowed, but we do have scenes 
from Shakespeare at times, with the 
maids for audience and my large bed 
for a stage. 

November loth. 

I must write at once, before memory 
loses its first impress of colour, youth and 
splendour. Never shall I forget the first 
appearance of our Queen. The oldest 
man in the staidest club in London was 
roused to an enthusiasm that must have 
surprised himself. We were awake early, 
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although there was no necessity; but 
the folk in our lodgings were all agog 
from five o'clock in the morning. We 
dressed in our handsomest clothes, and at 
twelve of the clock Sir G. conducted us 
to the hired coach, and we drove to Lord 
D.'s house in Piccadilly, where he and her 
ladyship entertained us and others on a 
fine scale. Sister looked very well in her 
new pink bonnet, and her green feather 
must have been at least two feet high — 
the whole a present from Sir George last 
night, who wished his wife to equal the 
best, which many of us thought she did. 
We met several acquaintances, and passed 
a very enjoyable hour, when a more than 
common commotion drew us to the bal- 
cony. There we saw a coach overturned, 
the lacquey down in the road, and the 
head of General d'Aleeth appearing 
through the uppermost window. Sir G. 
at once made his way below stairs, ex- 
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plaining to our host that he must go to 
the help of our old friends. Lady D., 
on hearing who it was in such a plight, 
besought her husband to let them 
be brought to the house, and he most 
gallantly joined the rescue party, and 
within ten minutes or so we had the 
pleasure of welcoming the General and 
his sweet wife, and their two young folk, 
amongst a crowd of well-known aris- 
tocrats, who all showed a kind and lively 
concern at the occurrence. It appears 
that the orders given to the military and 
police authorities were to the effect that 
all traffic should be stopped from Hyde 
Park Comer along the Queen's route by 
midday, although Her Majesty would 
not start upon it until two homrs 
later. This order was unknown to 
General d'Aleeth, who, coming up from 
Kensington, not unnaturally expected 
to drive straight to his destination in 
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St. James's Street. When, therefore, 
his horses were seized and his own orders 
to proceed were in danger of being dis- 
obeyed, he urged his men to gallop 
through this unruly crowd, which they 
essayed to do, with the result that the 
poor steeds were dragged down on the 
ground and the coach overturned, as I 
said before. The General was nigh 
apoplectic with rage when Sir George 
reached him, and assisted to extricate 
him and his family from their dilemma. 
However, all is well that ends well, and 
when the situation was explained he 
apologised for his mistake like a gentle- 
man, and wiped out the memory of it 
by his grace and charm to a company 
that was almost unknown to him. As 
for me, need I tell you, dear, that this 
unforeseen arrival added greatly to my 
happiness ? To have Mrs. d'Aleeth near 
me at such an imposing scene, when all 
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one's heart and mind were strained with 
varying emotions, was like having one's 
hand held when uncertain of a foothold ; 
and to look at Roger in the flesh when 
eyes were tired of the brilliant pageant 
was like glancing through a book of 
notables and suddenly finding yoiu- 
picture. We had an elegant repast pro- 
vided for us, and as we had breakfasted 
early it did not come amiss. Then by 
two o'clock we were all in our places, 
watching for the appearance of the 
procession. When it came all eyes were 
on the fair occupant of that wonderful 
coach. The plaudits of the crowd, high 
and low, were deafening, while the sight 
of that our sweet yotmg Queen, in a 
pink silk dress shot with silver, brought 
tears to mine and many other nobler eyes 
looking on. Her mother, the Duchess 
of Kent, was with her, in silver and blue ; 
also, I believe, the Mistress of the Robes 
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and the Master of the Horse, but we saw 
no one very clearly on account of the 
aforesaid mist that Nature made. In 
Pall Mall the State carriages were joined 
by H.M. Judges and the Duke of Sussex, 
and later on by the Mayor and Aldermen 
in the City, but missing this did not 
disturb our enjoyment or serenity, for 
not one of the company wished to see 
any person, however great, other than our 
Sovereign Lady, who is, I firmly believe,, 
the idol of the people's hearts. 

November 20th. 

Home again, and thankful to be quiet 
after the turmoil of London. There is^ 
no doubt about the attraction that R. 
has for our yotmg people. He is the only 
son, and it would not be a bad connection^ 
for either family ; but, of course, it is 
early days to speak yet. Mercy is still 
very undisciplined in mind ; the harsh 
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and often unjust treatment she has had 
in her upbringing may account for this. 
She is self-willed to a degree, and resents 
advice as only those do resent it who 
need it most. She will, I fear, make 
great mistakes through her want of con- 
•sideration for the feelings of others. Her 
own being acutely sensitive, she suffers 
sometimes needlessly, but takes no pains 
to correct the fault that is the cause. 
Patty is fundamentally the same, with 
this difference, that she acknowledges 
when she is in the wrong, and earnestly 
tries to do better. She is conscious of 
her ignorance, and is willing to learn, 
while Mercy considers she is already 
capable of judging for herself in every- 
thing. Any way, whatever turns out, 
may God bless them all ! 

February ist, 1838. 

I have started a little Simday School 
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for the chUdren in the village, and Betty 
helps me teach. It is quite an interesting 
employment, and I think the parents are 
pleased to get the yotmg folks off their 
hands while they have an hour's sleep 
in peace and quiet. 

April 5th. 

I have had a great talk with sister. 
She is sadly vexed with her family, whose 
many excellent quaUties she fails to see, 
and merely regards them all as unre- 
generate beings, for whose future welfare 
she alone appears responsible. It is, of 
course, a burden far too great for her to 
bear, and I ventured to hint that the 
Almighty might be capable of doing 
what she failed to do. This was no com- 
fort to her, poor soul ! If one child is 
" lost,'' as she calls it, she will feel she was 
imfaithful to her trust, and such a beUef 
must have a very gloomy effect on the 
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believer. I feel a little helpless. As you 
know, my views are different, or could 
I be, even for one short hour, the ap- 
parently happy woman you can see I am ? 
Dear, you and I, and all of us, are, I 
believe, at all times in the hands of God, 
and that sufficeth me. 

October 31st. 

A dreadful commotion, and greatly, 
I fear, my fault. The children, as I call 
them, brought their nuts and their basins, 
with foul and clean water and all their 
other innocent little devices for spending 
*' Hallow-e'en " in proper style to my 
rooms after dark. There, while Mercy 
was seeking a prospective lover in the 
reflection of the mirror, came softly and 
silently — Roger ! No one heard him 
come, no one saw the door open to admit 
him, but as we waited breathlessly for 
Mercy's "vision" in the fireUght a face 
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peered over her shoulder, and with a 
piercing scream the glass fell to the floor. 
One scream was followed by another, 
for the stillness of the figure we could all 
see, but did not dare to touch, roused an 
apprehension within us that " a some- 
thing uncanny'* had appeared in our 
midst. The shrieks died away and 
nervous laughter filled the room. I lit 
a taper, and then the candles, and the 
next instant sister and Sir George de- 
manded an explanation. We had done 
nothing wrong, but I must own to a 
feeling of guilt as I surveyed the broken 
mirror on the floor and the odd assort- 
ment of other things about the room, 
together with the still terror-stricken 
faces of the original occupants. The 
end was very flat and sudden, or would 
have been but for a trifling incident. A 
hazel nut suddenly " popped '' and flew off 
the hob, hitting Sir George on the nose, 
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while Patty, ignoring defeat, shrilled 
aloud in delight, " That 's my third, and 
it 's Roger each time ! " " The devil 
it is," said her father, and with that he 
and his lady marched onr visitor out of 
the room. We felt, not for the first time 
nor do I suppose for the last, that the 
glory of Ufe had departed, and Patty, 
gazing at me in sympathy, softly mur- 
mured, "Ichabod!" 

V 

New Year's Eve, 1839. 

A large dinner at Sir Charles Foley's, 
to which I was bidden with my relatives^ 
and heard the news that Roger is to join 
the 7th Hussars. 

January ist, 1840. 

I could proceed no further last night, 
for Sir G. knocked at my sitting-room 
door, and begged leave to enter that he 
might discuss matters with me. These 
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discussions, I may state, are of fairly 
frequent occurrence, and I feel sister 
has some cause for grumbling that he 
should talk with me at times and seasons 
when she is not present. I tell her so, 
and request her to come with him, or to 
send for me to the Ubrary ; but she 
affirms that if I am good enough to listen 
to his talk she has no objection, as it 
seems to make him more content. I am 
sorry for him, and also for her. His first 
wife was his first love, and I think his 
only one ; and he knows it, and she 
knows it, and the love on her part is not 
strong enough to *' bear all things and 
hope all things," as, I am sure, is very 
necessary in the married state. We dis- 
cussed the twins' education and the boys' 
future, and Roger's prospects, and then 
I took my courage in both hands and 
ventured on a topic touching himself. 
He admitted that of late he has indulged 
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Tiimself more freely than he ought, but 
when a man is miserable, and has nothing 
to do to-day that cannot just as easily 
be done to-morrow, he flies to that which 
for the time being appears a remedy 
against his woes. I pointed out to him 
that his remedy was a transient one, to 
which he agreed, and took no offence at 
my mentioning the subject, as he well 
might have done. I tried to show him a 
better way, but I was nervous, conscious 
all the while that women have no right 
to interfere with men — at present. The 
day is, I beUeve, coming when this will 
be changed, and if God is on their side, 
lor the better. 

April 27th, 1842. 

Well, to be sure ! Never in this year 
of Grace did I expect to be a heroine to 
a brigand; but fact is stranger than 
Miction, and on this wise. The two nieces, 
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with their elderly aunt, set out from 
hence yesterday at three of the clock to 
partake of dinner with my Lord and Lady 
Chumey at four o'clock. We arrived 
in safety, and after banqueting in much 
good company we started for home before 
seven, expecting daylight would last us 
on the way. When crossing Blue Boy's 
Heath we were suddenly pulled up and 
shots were fired in dose proximity to 
our horses' heads. Being females 
and alone (but for old Thomas and 
young James on the box), I fear we 
screamed, and instantly black-masked 
faces appeared at both windows, and 
smoking pistols met across our knees. 
I cannot describe our sensations. In- 
dignation and wrath strove with shock 
and terror for the mastery, but only 
partially prevailed as one highwayman 
after another galloped up, till the villains, 
six in number, had the horses out of the 
8i 
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coach and us at their mercy. I had some 
presence of mind, as bending my head 
towards Mercy and Patience I said dis- 
tinctly, " Sit still, and do not get out ; 
oiu- only chance is to keep together." 
I feel proud, on looking back, to remember 
that no one fainted ; it would have added 
to my distraction considerably. As it 
was, we gave up our purses — precious 
little they contained — and then our 
jewels were demanded and refused. Patty 
held her coral string of beads with both 
hands. Mercy bit the finger of the 
scoundrel who attempted to rob her of 
her brooch. And as for me, my pearls, 
my own beloved pearls fastened round 
my neck by you some twenty years ago, 
were snatched by the leader of the band, 
and the string broke. Thanks to the 
careful knots made when last strung, not 
one dropt off. I was beside myself with 
grief. I wept, my dear ; can you not 
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understand ? My peark, my most be- 
loved pearls that have been with me 
night and day for nigh a quarter of a 
century, gone in a moment by the hand of 
a villain. I besought the thief to spare 
them me ; I promised him double their 
value in money, I swore to secrecy of 
the whole affair if only my pearls were 
returned. My frantic appeals fell on 
deaf ears, or so it seemed, and then the 
climax rose when we were ordered out 
of the coach that a further search for 
booty might be made. We protested in 
vain. In vain also we held each other's 
hands. We were dragged apart, and 
thrust through the door to the groimd. 
There we saw poor Thomas and James 
in cords and helpless, and this, combined 
with the indignity of the proceedings, 
made us lose our heads, and without 
more ado we ran. 
This was, of course, a foolish step to 
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take, hampered as we were by oiu- fine 
clothes. We got but a few yards before 
being caught, and then Mercy, Patty 
and I were struggling in the vile arms 
of the brigands. Oh, my dear, never 
was such fury displayed. We scratched 
(I do not mind owning to female tactics), 
we kicked, we sobbed, I think we cursed, 
but in spite of all we were carried back 
and deposited in the coach. Then the 
leader seems to have had a pang of re- 
morse, for taking my pearls out of his 
pocket he dangled them before mine eyes, 
and said he, " Madam, of all virtues I 
admire courage, and never in our many 
adventures have we met three ladies 
before who, without a cavalier, faced us 
so bravely as you have done. I will now 
return this bauble upon one condition — 
that you will be my wife. So instead of 
one treasure, I shall have two, the pearls 
and their owner — the best pearl of them 
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all/' This last with a profound bow and 
his hand on his heart. I had not fainted 
till now, but was nearly doing so with 
amazement when Mercy laughed. I sat 
up and gazed at the madman, as you may 
imagine, and before I had time to speak 
Patty had grabbed at the chain, and it 
broke at the snap. Another hand, how- 
ever, closed on hers and wrenched 
my pearls away, and then, without a 
moment's warning, tore the whole from 
my tantaUsed gaze, and the thud of 
horse's hoofs told me their new owner 
had disappeared in the darkness. The 
language that followed on all sides was 
such as I cannot remember to write. 
The leader swore he would be avenged, 
and, ordering our men to be released and 
the horses put to, he took my hand in 
his (methought he was going to steal my 
ring), and said he, " I will let you go free 
now without more ado if you, madam, 
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will kiss the cheek you scratched, and so 
bathe the wound that will never heal. 
Do this but now, and to-morrow at latest 
I will restore those pearls, come what 
come may, in full confidence of your 
forgiveness and — yourself." 

Dearest, what a dilemma to be in ! 
I hesitated, as you may conceive I would. 
Then Patty pressed my knee and Mercy 
tweaked my sleeve. The base rogue 
stood there with folded arms (over a 
pistol, I warrant), and the blood I had 
caused to flow was drying on that part 
of his face not concealed by the crape. 
'*Just as you like, madam,'* said he. 
** I see the value of your trinket was but 
feigned.'* Then, Heart of my heart, I 
did as he asked, with a wry and abomin- 
able face I did it. Did you see me ? 

April 28th. 
Wonders will never cease, or have not 
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done so yet. Sir George and his lady 
were wild over our adventure. They 
thought, I verily believe, we were all de- 
mented when we told them the history 
just recorded. It being too late then to 
send out search parties, we retired to bed, 
but scarcely to sleep, with the assurance 
that justice should take its course the 
following morning. At daybreak, how- 
ever, a mysterious messenger arrived 
with a note, which ran thus : " Do 
nothing ; keep silence. All will be well 
ere the day dies. Signed, Captain of the 
Band." 

We held a meeting on the middle flight, 
clad in various hasty costumes, and my 
pearls being given due recognition of their 
value, it was decided to trust this mystic 
token for a few hours more. Thomas 
and James did not let the story lose in 
vividness when retailing it in their quar- 
ters, and every man on the estate was 
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waiting orders to scour the country forth- 
with, and greatly puzzled at the delay. 
We passed the time badly, I know not 
how, but with a feverish activity of mind 
that ran hither and thither over yester- 
day's events and to-day's anticipations. 
At noon, when we were partaking of a 
light lunch, a horseman rode up to the hall 
window, where we were sitting, and in a 
bold voice asked for speech with Mistress 
Allspice. I stood up before Sir Greorge 
could interfere, and the man, a very hand- 
some one, begged leave to say his chief 
would speak with me in private on the 
matter of a certain promise given and 
received yesternight. Sir G. stomied 
with rage, but I had no fear, and craved 
permission to see this gallant captain. 
After some demur, it being pointed out as 
the only hope and chance of recovering 
my jewels, the family agreed to this 
strange request, and withdrew to the 
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garden porch, from whence they could 
come to my rescue if required. I wonder 
if you, beloved, thought it brave of me„ 
and approved ? Well, I stood alone, 
slightly tremulous I must admit, and 
waited till the door opened, and the same 
masked figure of the day before, with a 
nice dean scratch plainly recognised by 
me, came into the hall. He removed his 
hat with most courtly grace, and walking 
slowly up to me he knelt at my feet, and 
taking my hand, as you wot he did 
yester eve, he kissed it first, and then 
into the open palm he placed that gift of 
yours, mended and complete, which I had 
feared never to see again. I said, *' Thank 
you, sir,'* and begged him to rise, but he 
knelt on, and I, overcome with emotion 
and gratitude, sank into the chair beside 
me, while he closed my fingers over the 
pearls, and held them so in both his hands. 
How long we remained thus tragically 
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situated I cannot say ; it may have been 
the tick of a clock, or it may have been a 
'' time and time and half a time/' what- 
ever that may mean, when I was conscious 
that his manly form was shaking with an 
agitation that siupassed my own in 
strength and violence. I took my hand 
away and sat up very straight, at which 
he Ufted the hem of my dress — ^yes, sir, it 
might have been you in olden days. He 
hfted the hem of my dress, and, stooping 
down, he kissed it, saying as he did so, 
*' I claim your promise, madam ; I have 
brought the pearls to the owner that I 
may take the owner for myself." My 
heart stopt beating with fear, and in that 
moment he rose, continuing his ravings : 
^* I cannot have you for my mother, as 
I would, but I can have you for my 
wife, and I will." At that he tore 
off his mask and kissed me on the 
<:heek. I gave one groan of expiring 
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indignation, and then I had hysterics. 
It was Roger ! 

April 30th. 

Life is full of incident at present, due 
to that scapegrace whose name appears 
so frequently on these pages, and whose 
wa}^, even apart from his luminous orbs, 
bring to mind my own dear love of olden 
days. Of coiirse, it is plain to all that 
being home on leave he must needs have 
some of his boon companions with him to 
enliven up the old place, and lend an air 
of merriment and gaiety to the quiet 
country side. This incident of the high- 
way was planned by him as soon as he 
knew of our intention to dine with my 
Lady Chumey, and forthwith the steeds 
were selected and the necessary clothes 
obtained, and the whole enterprise con- 
ducted with great dash and cunning, to 
the complete satisfaction, it now appears, 
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of all those whom it concerned. I love 
Roger, and methinks does someone else 
too, but whether 'tis returned we cannot 
say, and meanwhile " Hush " is best. 
Mercy and Patience were both in disgrace 
this morning, having read some books not 
approved by my sister, the rule being that 
every book must first be read by her, and 
then passed on to the schoolroom, if she 
deems it advisable, a rule I quite agree is 
good provided the ruler keeps ahead of 
the ruled ; but sister seldom reads, and 
the twins devour such literature as comes 
in their way with the healthy appetite 
that grows by what it feeds on, and the 
result is they either have to obey orders 
and starve, or disobey orders and feed in 
secret. I do not^aid and abet them, as 
accused of so^doing, save it be by closing 
my eyes at times, as all my S5nnpathies 
are with the rebels. I have offered to run 
through the library and arrange the 
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shelves in accordance with sister's ideas 
of what is fitting for the young, but this 
has been refused, and I am asked to 
" kindly leave things alone." So must 
one's blood boil for trifles and cool again 
in the school of discipUne. 

Later. 

Roger and Captain Damley rode over 
for lunch, and finding the atmosphere 
heavy with thunder, they got the truth 
out of Mercy, who does not simmer down 
quite so quickly as is thought she might, 
and about four o'clock the middle flight 
was invaded by an indignant quartette, 
who aired their grievances of to-day and 
yesterday, anticipating the righting of 
which when each rebeUious heart shall 
have numbered twenty-one years. I 
protested against my room being used for 
such purposes of revolt, but was only told 
that plans were being formed which were 
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bound to come to pass, whether I would or 
no ; that they should prefer having no 
secrets from me, but that if I refused to 
share them, they would exist all the same. 
There was nothing wrong in their scheme, 
and they loved little "Am Di" to know 
all they meant to do. How their tongues 
wagged, and how each young self asserted 
his or her claim from a one-eyed point of 
view, which is an altogether different 
thing from the " single eye " as you must 
know in that other world whither I long 
to come. Dear, it is so interesting to 
watch these young Uves being lived, and 
to see them thought out and possibly 
fought out by beings just half one's age, 
minus the experience, but plus all the 
assurance and confidence, filled with a 
spirit of zest to do and to dare in spite of 
Gk)d and the devil. Well, we too were 
like that once, and would be again an' we 
had the chance; but the moment of 
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humility comes, and to all of us after 
the earthquake there is the fire, and after 
the fire the still small voice. Will it be 
heard, think you, above the sturm und 
drang of what we call Life ? We heard 
it, you and I, my dear, but our hearts 
were tuned to hear by then, and so may 
be theirs. Grod help them ! 

June 19th. 

Sir George has been to London, and 
very gay there from all accounts. He has 
also been on the railroad, niost venture- 
some man, but is aUve to tell the tale of 
his experience. There is no knowing 
where we shall end if this is but the begin- 
ning, as some seem to think, of the won- 
ders and miracles to be achieved by steam. 
He saw Roger and his friends, in fact 
dined at their mess, and went a merry 
party to the play, and was likewise 
asked for the hand of his daughter 
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Patience by that Captain Damley who 
ran away with my pearls, and whose 
visits thereafter were quite as frequent 
to the house as was deemed advisable. 
Sir George refused this suit, pleading his 
daughter's youth, and she is not to be 
told of the honour done — a little hard, 
methinks, as the matter concerns her 
chiefly; but 'tis still the way of the 
world to judge lightly of woman's wishes 
in this respect. 

July 5th. 

I wonder what will be the end of these 
:girls. They are so keenly alive to every- 
thing, and so full of S5nnpathies that 
should have a larger outlet for their flow 
than they can get here. The best of 
friends, and yet a little wholesome friction 
exists between them — they are rivals and 
<:ompetitors in all their work and play ; 
it may be, too, in something more serious 
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as affecting their future, and if so I some- 
times feel their old childish prayer will be 
prayed again, with even a greater fervour, 
*' O God, let it be me, and don't let the 
other mind/' 

October 20th. 

No doubt my reflections were interrup- 
ted at that point by something or some- 
body requiring attention, but at this dis- 
tance of time I cannot remember the 
cause. What was in my mind then 
occasionally is in it now pretty con- 
tinuously — the fate of all these people 
so dear to me. Why does one love and 
care so recklessly ? I would, I suppose, 
give my body to be burnt quite cheer- 
fully for either of the three or four most 
concerned in all my thoughts, and nothing 
any of them could do would make me love 
them less. Why is this, and for what 
purpose, and wherefore does the contrary 
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take possession of one's soul at times and 
fill one with audacious rage against some 
individual, possibly quite harmless, but in 
one's mind of the moment most probably 
not ? Life is a conundrum. Shall we 
find the answer after death, think you, 
my dear ? 

January loth, 1843. 

How time flies ! We are all growing 
very old. The twins are young ladies of 
a marriageable age, and even the children 
hardly deserve the name any longer. 
Sir G. is more content to sit by the fire 
(mine for choice), and sister's face is worn 
and weary with inward strife "when 
outward things are strong." Mercy is the 
ruling spirit of her generation ; her will 
is law, and her way the only one to be 
considered, according to her own ideas. 
Patience is not far behind, but she knows 
how to wait, which her sister does not. 
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In the long run I think my little Patty- 
will win, but in a short and breathless 
heat Mercy will spurt to the front. I 
wonder, how I wonder, what the next few 
years will bring forth ! How will they all 
sort themselves, these two and Roger and 
Maria, and Captain Damley the un- 
defeated, and the Foleys, and all the 
others, known and unknown, who have 
crossed or will cross the main road from 
intersecting lanes ? 

January 30th. 

Mercy has kicked — ^badly this time. 
She was corrected by sister for her be- 
haviour at supper the other night, when 
two young bloods lost their heads and 
made her most conspicuous by their atten- 
tions. Whether 'twas the sparkle of her 
eyes or the sparkle of the wine I know not, 
but the sparkle of her wit flew, and the 
attraction was like steel to a magnet. I 
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must own I enjoyed the scene ; it made 
one's blood flow a little faster in one's 
veins as one talked prosily to a middle- 
aged neighbour, pretending not to see 
and yet with every sense alert to appre- 
ciate the interest of the situation. Mercy's 
cheeks were not cool, and her manner was 
not modest, but there was nothing to 
raise quite such a storm of criticism as 
she was afterwards subject to, and me- 
thinks a little gentle advice on her own 
attractions would have helped her to 
maintain her balance better next time. 
As it is, she is in a fury, and against my 
sister, who, she says, is not in a position 
to speak, as she never had two young men 
mad about her in her whole life! Very 
true, sister not being the sort that stirs 
the blood quickly; still she is in the 
place of the girl's mother, and is there- 
fore justified in mentioning what she 
deems a blemish or a fault. 
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Patty takes a sensible view of the case^ 
and, while admiring Mercy's charms, 
admits there was no need to display them 
quite so obviously. " It would have had 
greater effect," she says, addressing her^ 
" if you had sat still and quiet, saying just 
what you did, only with more composure,, 
so that attention should have been cen- 
tred on you not for what you were giving^ 
but for what you were receiving. Isn't 
that so. Aunt Di ? " To which Mercy 
replied, " Wait till you are asked to give, 
my dear, and then you can do it in your 
own way.*' Both are coquettes, I see, 
but one has more finesse in playing the 
game than the other. After a stormy 
scene Mercy delivered herself of the 
scheme which has long been maturing in 
her mind, namely that after her twenty- 
first birthday she no longer intends to 
endure the " insults she has been subject 
to in this house, and will depart from our 
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midst to find her fortune with her face.'* 
Now what an awkward position for me 
to be in, knowing this and yet powerless 
to stop it. The heads of the house would 
not believe her capable of such an act ; 
and also I, having been told it in secret, 
am unable to give information. Time may 
do much, and three years lie between us 
and the possible fulfilment of this desire. 

March 20th. 

Roger has gone abroad — to India, and 
I cannot find language to express what 
this means to us. He might be dead for 
the sorrow in our hearts ; we have cried 
day and night, I think, without inter- 
mission since we first heard his regiment 
was ordered forth. Lady d'Aleeth (as 
she is now) and I wept inconsolably in 
each other's arms, and a stranger might 
have wondered whose mother's son he 
was. He sailed yesterday, and as soon 
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as she and the General, now Sir Roger, 
K.C.B., return home from London, 
whither they went to bid him farewell, 
I am to go to the Grange for a week while 
Maria comes here, in the hopes that all 
parties may benefit by the change. I 
often wonder in whose life this blank is 
greatest — his mother's, or mine, or the 
twins! 

March 25th. 

Went to church with my lady, and if 
prayers avail, as I know they do, Roger 
is safer than in his own bed at home. We 
talk and work and think, and the object 
and the subject are one and the same — 
R<^er, Roger, Roger, and eternally Roger, 
yet never a slackening of interest from day 
to day. 

26th. 

That old feeling of mystery is with me 
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still. The more I know of these dear 
friends the nearer I seem to approach 
some knowledge which I once had and 
lost. It somids foolish, no doubt, but 
some day I think I shall know what 
puzzles me so. You too, my dear, seem 
farther away than you did. Is it because 
you have gone with that boy to India, or 
is it, as I sometimes feel it must be, that 
you are Roger, that your spirit entered 
into him at his birth, and that Roger and 
you are one ? Don't think me mad, but 
I must in some way account for the per- 
plexing likeness that has haunted me 
from the day I saw him first. 

27th. 

There is some foundation for all I feel 
and have felt. Lady d'Aleeth admitted 
a secret, and would have gone further, 
I think, but for a most unlooked-for 
interruption. Her daughter Maria, 

104 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF MY Heart. 

followed by Mercy and Patience, arrived 
at the honse in a state bordering on frenzy. 
They had been in some scrape at home, 
mi justly blamed in hasty words by my 
sister, and determined to stand up for 
themselves. So after listening in silence 
(which, knowing them, I can scarcely 
believe), they said, ** Very well, madam,, 
you shall not have occasion to speak so 
again,'* and withdrew. I am also given 
to understand haughtily, but with perfect 
dignity, till out of sight. Then they 
rushed for their bonnets and shawls, and 
into the stables they went, ordering 
Maria's carriage and servant to drive 
them, without delay, on an urgent sum- 
mons from here. 

The General's methods savour of a 
former age. He would have put the 
three delinquents into solitary confine- 
ment, and kept them on bread and water 
till endowed with a spirit of submission ; 
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l>ut I am glad to say gentler modes pre- 
vailed, and within a few hours a note was 
despatched to my sister, expressing regret 
for her daughter's conduct, from Lady 
d' Aleeth, and laying the blame of them all 
on the shoulders of one, and that one her 
own child. What the upshot will be I 
know not. But here I shall certainly stay 
till I know what I want to know, if it is 
knowable. 

April 2nd. 

The day after the escapade written 
above Sir George came over to limch 
with the news that a fever had broken out 
in the village, and his wife and one of the 
children were down with it. The doctor 
advised quietness and an absence of as 
many people as possible from the infected 
house. So, as the twins had already 
removed themselves in so remarkable a 
manner from danger, it was thought 
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advisable they should not return, though 
I offered to go back with Sir George. 
This was also refused, as no one but Mrs. 
Gilpin, the housekeeper, would be ad- 
mitted into my sister's sickroom. The 
children were to be watched by old nurse, 
and kept in their rooms for a day or so, 
and Sir G. was for taking himself to Lon- 
don. Rather forlorn for my sister, but 
her lord and master so ordered things, 
and thus they were done. 

April 27th. 

How strange it is that only when one 
gives up a thing does one seem to possess 
it. I had been so long at the Grange, and 
so often hoped for an opportunity of re- 
newing that interrupted conversation 
about the secret concerned with Roger, 
that, failing to meet with it, I gave up 
hope, and resolved it were best to leave 
things alone, and believe it a case where 
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if ignorance were bliss *twere folly to be 
wise ; and after I had so resolved, came 
my Lady d'Aleeth to my room one night 
and told me what, of course, you know. 
My dear, I am spiritually breathless with 
the news, for though I know now what 
Roger is not, I am still in profoundest 
doubt of what he is, namely some rela- 
tion to you. Dear lady, it seems she has 
longed to tell me, though she does not 
know why, from the first moment of intro- 
duction in sister's drawing-room years 
ago. That neither child should be theirs 
is the greatest surprise, but Maria has 
some claim on them, being the General's 
niece, which accounts for why I have 
never been able to trace the faintest 
suspicion of her so-called mother in her. 
Then, in the very week in which their only 
baby son died, some gipsies decamped, 
leaving a small boy behind them to 
starve or go to the poorhouse, as he 
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would have done but for the charitable 
heart of the General, who, sore at the loss 
of his own child, brought the little scrap 
to his wife, who adopted him as her own. 
He does not know he is a foundling, poor 
Roger ! Think of his airs and graces, his 
aristocratic ways, and then associate him 
with conmion blood if you can ! Oh, my 
dear, did you feel the beating of my heart 
as I summoned up courage to remark on 
the extraordinary likeness to your family. 
Not you, dear sir. I was too coward for 
that. And her ladyship's reply : ** No, 
I was but slightly acquainted with them, 
so cannot see what you mean ; but I 
must say Roger's bearing has something 
princely about it. Indeed, though I 
count him mine, in my heart I know he 
may be royal.'* 

We talked till past midnight on our 
mutual devotion to this far-away soldier, 
not to be accounted for on my part, of course, 
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while the strain to keep back the real 
reason was almost too much for my brain, 
and I felt like sobbing out, '* He may be 
mine^ — mine ! He was stolen from me 
twenty-one years ago. Our marriage was 
kept secret, and after his loss and your 
death there was no purpose to be served 
by speaking the truth. So there it is, and 
now — you can all do as you please.'' 
Fortimately for me, I was restrained, from 
above I verily beUeve, and though in- 
wardly in a whirl, I was, I suppose, out- 
wardly calm, for her ladyship, laying her 
hand on my shoulder, said most sweetly, 
" Perhaps you will forgive me, but I have 
often thought that our dear boy perchance 
reminded you of someone who is dead, 
whom long ago you loved. Is it so ? You 
could not understand it so long as you 
felt him to be our son, but now — does 
what I have told you help you ? *' I said 
*' Yes," and asked her what made her 
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speak. She said a compelling voice has 
whispered to her continually when alone 
with me, '* Tell her, tell her,*' and she has 
resisted, though with difficulty, over and 
over again, and constantly she has felt 
/ knew, though neither of us ever spoke 
a word. Can you, my heart of hearts, 
reading this, keep earthly tears from your 
heavenly eyes, or are you Roger now, 
and do not know what all this means 
to me ? 

May Day, 1843. 

We have come home to find all health- 
ful and wholesome again, but a great 
change in my sister. She is gentler and 
softer, and I notice a kind of wistfulness 
in her glance when Sir George comes into 
the room. It seems to me like a longing 
for him to kiss her, which is a thing most 
unlikely to happen, for I do not suppose 
they have embraced one another for years* 
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June, 1846. 

Such a cold, wet day that Patience and 
I have sat in and looked at yesterday's 
rose leaves drying on the floor in the 
window, and tried to think it is summer. 
All is so changed and quiet after the 
excitements this year. Roger's return 
on sick leave, the celebration of Maria's 
coming of age, and then the twins — 
though theirs was, of course, a milder 
affair altogether than hers — and lastly 
the absence of Mercy and her friend 
from our midst. No word has been 
<iropt as yet about that mad scheme 
of theirs for going away to seek their 
fortune, so I fervently hope it has 
disappeared from their minds. They 
are in town now with my Lady 
Chumey, seeing the sights and doing 
ihe plaj^, though this is not men- 
tioned, save in letters to me not to 
be passed on. 
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July 15th. 

A bolt from the blue could not have 
caused more surprise and commotion 
than the letters received last week. 
Mercy and Maria have written respec- 
tively that they decline to return to their 
homes under any circumstances whatever. 
They ask for a hundred pounds each to 
be sent them forthwith, and they will 
undertake to make it last as long as possi- 
ble. They say it is no sudden whim, but 
a long ago matured plan to escape the 
misery and subjections of home. If the 
money is refused, they have means in 
their power to do without it ; if they are 
followed to town, they will be able to 
hide themselves where they will never be 
found. In short, their behaviour and 
conduct lead us almost to suppose that 
the family bosoms have been nurturing 
vipers unawares, or else that madness 
has aflflicted these young ladies' brains. 
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The rage of Sir George and Sir Roger is 
beyond my pen to describe, and the tears 
of their dames might have overflowed the 
Thames. The worst of it is that, know- 
ing these fiery young spirits as I do, I 
feel kindness shown to them now to be 
the only chance of keeping the slightest 
hold on them, and that, I fear, they are 
not likely to get. The two papas have 
gone to town, and so far do not seem to 
be very successful, as at the address for 
the money to be sent they could obtain 
no news of them, though the wench that 
opened the door, and had a fine dialect 
at her command, was a curiously common 
likeness of Mercy. What, I wonder, is 
to be done ? 

August 5th. 

Nothing was done. The traants could 
not be found, and the wrathful parents 
returned very much the worse for their 
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fruitless journey. I am very unhappy, 
as what can it be but a most dangerous 
game for two deUcately brought up young 
women to be alone in London without 
friends or money so far as we know. I 
have a scheme in my head to find them, 
by hook or by crook, and shall put it in 
practice within a day or two. 

August 30th. 

That same day I wrote the above I 
also wrote to Roger, who is now well and 
quartered at Windsor, having effected 
an exchange to avoid returning to India. 
I asked him to meet me at Marley's Hotel 
on the 9th, and give me the pleasure of 
his company at dinner, and subsequent 
attendance at a play. There are many 
compensations with advancing years, not 
the] least being that I can conmiand a 
young gallant from Windsor, and appear 
on his arm ^ in public without courting 
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remarks of an adverse tendency. Well, 
he came, and before the meal was half 
over I discovered he knew what I wanted 
to know, but whether the knowledge 
would be shared with me was a matter 
for diplomacy such as my soul loves. 
Sufl&ce it to say I was successful after my 
kind, and I have seen the two delinquents, 
splendidly disguised, one as a lady's maid, 
and one as a housemaid, in a noble man- 
sion in Bloomsbury Square ! They are as 
happy as two wicked young women can 
possibly be who have outraged all the 
finer feelings of their relations, and given 
themselves over to what they term free- 
dom, but to my mind would be bondage 
of no mean order. So far, at all events, 
they are safe, and delighted to see me in 
their astonishing situation. Maria, in 
purple bombazine, with siUc apron and 
frilled cap, came down and made me a 
curtsey with the imp of mischief lurking 
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in every fold of her demure looking gown ; 
and Mercy, in a short blue print, with 
coarse stockings and shoes, her hair all 
ends and pins, and a naughty black 
smudge (indicating, I should think, the 
style and manner of her work) extending 
from cheekbone to chin, destroyed all 
appearance to the handsome young Miss 
of home. 

I, of course, laughed — ^who could help 
it ? — and also, of course, I was bound to 
deepest secrecy as to their whereabouts 
and vocation. It was not to transpire to 
either of their famiUes where they were 
or what they were doing, as this was but 
a temporary arrangement till matters 
were ripe for further and much more 
astonishing developments. I held my 
breath for fear of showing the anxiety in 
my heart; also, if the truth be known, 
because of a sudden clutch somewhere in 
that same organ betokening anticipation 
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of evil. However, by nodding my head 
and smiling broadly, I conveyed a feeling 
of confidence to them, and left with a 
promise that their next address should be 
sent me, and that meanwhile I might 
write to them under the assxmied names 
of Martha Binks and Susan Yeo ! After- 
wards, only afterwards I regret to say, 
I bethought me of many things I might 
have said and done. I might, nay, I 
should, have tempted them back home. 
I should have urged their departure from 
London, their abandonment of such re- 
bellious conduct. I did none of these 
things, and trust the omission will not be 
laid to my charge. I was unconsciously 
singing psalms of gratitude for their 
safety, for to find them at domestic duties 
in a decent house was relief enough after 
the visions of horror that at times assailed 
my brain. I comfort myself with the 
reflection, of what use is it to hang on to 
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a running coach? You do not stop it, 
and may only be thrown off and dam- 
aged. Or of what use to attempt to dam 
a stream in flood ? or, for the matter of 
that, to chide a yoimg couple en route 
for Gretna Green. Waste of words and 
waste of time, though accompanied by 
a holy sensation of having tried, if failed, 
to do one's duty. 

September 5th. 

It is very sad here at home. We are 
like a house divided against itself, and I, 
alas ! am the bone of contention, so to say. 
I have told all I can tell of my visit to 
town, namely that with some difficulty 
I found out where the truant damsels 
were living, and being only permitted to 
see them imder a promise of secrecy, that 
I had thought it better to agree to this 
and be assured of their safety, than not 
agree because I was not in the official 
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position of a parent. I am sometimes 
supported, when softer moods prevail, 
and have even been thanked once or 
twice for the trouble I took ; but the 
soreness is very sore that these troublous 
daughters should confide in me what they 
will not confide to their more natural 
protectors. I have pointed out as the 
reason that' I have no authority over 
them, and though this is assented to, yet 
the feeling of a grievous wrong exists,, 
which I do most heartily understand. 

Christmas, 1846. 

Patience and I are at our wit's ends ta 
know what to do. The two heads of 
houses where we are most intimately con- 
cerned are very unhappy, and likely to 
remain so. One day we hear of for- 
giveness and forgetfulness, if only Mercy 
and Maria retiun, the next their names 
are never to be mentioned, and also are 
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to be scratched out of the family Bibles. 
It was much hoped they would come 
back for this festive (?) season, and I 
wrote urging they should do so, which 
letters I have to post in the town on the 
rare occasions when we drive in, as so 
far I have kept the secret of their where- 
abouts inviolable, even from Patty, who, 
I fear, is eating her heart out with misery 
over her twin. Sometimes I feel she will 
suffer in Ufe more hardly than most. She 
is so affectionate and warm-hearted, and 
sensitive and good ; and virtues such as 
these are ever dominated in real Ufe, sa 
it seems to me, by the darkest shadows 
of vice, cast possibly by their own strong 
light. 

January 6th, 1847. 

I could stand this state of affairs no 
longer. I wrote to Roger, and prayed 
him to send me information without 
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delay. I expected an answer within the 
Aveek, and none came ; then yesterday 
familiar steps sounded on the middle 
flight, and looking up, I caught sight of 
a flaming cheek as Patience bent to search 
on the floor for her thimble, just rolled 
on the groimd. The tap, tap-tap we 
know so well was followed by the opening 
of the door, and the most dearly-beloved 
and debonair face in the world looked 
into the room. I laughed and Roger 
laughed, and I think Patience laughed 
too from half imder the chair whither she 
crawled, and then after a hasty hand- 
shake vanished, that confider and con- 
fidant might share the burden on them 
both. 

Roger came in person that he might 
break the news, rather than let such an 
untoward blow fall unawares on our im- 
suspecting heads. Mercy and Maria have 
taken to the stage ! They always inten- 
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ded doing so from the very first, and 
their domestic situations in Bloomsbury 
Square were but dress rehearsals^ so to 
say, for the performance on a largei 
stage. They acted their parts to per- 
fection, and without discovery, their 
characters obtained on leaving setting 
forth a minimum of faults with a maxi- 
mum of virtues, as would ensure them 
both being household treasures not easily 
replaced. Roger and I talked for an 
hour on the best way of breaking this 
annoimcement to the parents, but the 
bald truth seemed always the simplest 
plan. It really was the hardest thing 
to do that I have yet done since coming 
to this house fifteen years ago ; but with 
courage, shared by a confederate, we 
descended together to the library and 
placed the facts of the case before Sir 
George, basely begging him to be at least 
equally intrepid as ourselves, and carry 
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on the bad tidings to his wife and friends. 
Sir G. exploded with wrath and rage, 
curiously enough against us, the brave 
bearers of the news, not against the 
culprits, as common sense would have us 
suppose, and we both bore the discomfort 
of the volcanic disturbance with some 
show of that discretion which is the 
better part of valour. Sir G. followed us 
into the hall, and the flow of his eloquence, 
hot like lava, streamed after us and in at 
the drawing-room door. There it was 
temporarily checked by the chilling re- 
ception of his wife, but only to break out 
again with exquisite fervour as she took 
fire from his warmth. It was an erup- 
tion unsurpassed by all the many I have 
witnessed beneath this roof, and but for 
Roger's presence I should probably have 
given way to emotion ; as it was, we were 
absolutely silent for, I should think, ten 
minutes by the clock. Discovering that 
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Sir Roger and his wife had only received 
the same saddening information that 
morning, it was determined that a meet- 
ing must take place without delay and 
some decision arrived at. While the 
horses were being put to, however, the 
General drove up, and consternation 
reigned supreme. 

Suf&ce it to say that bad as was the 
conduct of their two respective daughters, 
yet in parental eyes it paled before that 
of an aimt and a brother who had shared 
the guilt of knowledge in secret with them. 
I can write no more. The memory of the 
day is painted black in my mind, the high 
light of which was Patty's flaming cheek 
at the sound of those steps on the poUshed 
stairs. 

February 28th. 

Everybody has tried to do something, 
and nobody can do anything. That is. 
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of course, we can and all do three 
things — ^wait and hope and pray, but an 
immediate result is not yet. These girls 
are the most determined minxes I have 
heard of this century, and it is scarce 
believable that, brought up as they have 
been on most scriptural lines, they should 
have broken out in this devilish fashion. 
I use the word advisedly, for the tempta- 
tion so to do must have come from below. 
What puzzles me most is how they are 
off for money ; but Roger assures me they 
are in no straits, as they still have in hand 
their wages from Bloomsbury Square, 
and Maria has given her word to let him 
know if ever they are in need. It all has 
a great element of danger in it, and I am 
wondering if I should do more harm than 
good if I went to London and took rooms 
that they might share, or would they 
resent this apparent interference of their 
hberty ? ^^^ly, my dearest, do you not 
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help me more when in these straits ? We 
pray and pray for guidance, and to know 
when to speak and when to keep silence. 
We are not ungrateful, but sometimes it 
seems that you people in the other world 
must know the mind of the Almighty 
better than we do here, and might find 
some way of communicating it to us so 
that we should have no shadow of doubt. 
Since you do not, maybe you cannot. 
But you do love us still, my dear ? or are 
we all forgotten ? 

March 3rd. 

I have not been to London. I have 
sat and waited here in faith, but if mis- 
chief befall those two, will the fault be 
mine that I had the idea to go and went 
not ? Mercy writes openly to her family 
now, and enjoys a far more contented 
spirit than formerly, though she says the 
life is hard and diflficult ; but they are 
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yonng, and full of hope and determina- 
tion (though it has been called by another 
name at home), and I am to be told 
that Aunt Di's words of wisdom are 
not wholly forgotten, but still Unger in 
the depths of her and Maria's wicked 
black hearts. 

March 25th. 

I am not happy about Patience. She 
is suffering, I am certain, and yet not a 
word escapes her. She misses her own 
sister, of course, for the younger ones 
here can never be the same to her, and 
also there is the fret of Roger's absence 
from us and presence in London. He 
keeps us posted in the news most regu- 
larly, and it is plainly evident that his 
brotherly love for Maria hath a dash of 
affection in it for her friend. I do think 
it most imwise, the whole situation, 

but 
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March 30th. 

I found Patty crying to-day. A most 
unwonted occurrence, for she seldom gives 
way to emotion, that being a part of the 
training we have had together. This will 
be a pretty kettle of fish for me to refrain 
from fi:ying if things are as I suppose. 
The d'Aleeths may be going to London 
shortly, and it would not greatly surprise 
me if they suggested that Patience should 
accompany them. If so, I should sit here 
outwardly calm but inwardly agitated 
with apprehensions of a very fine order. 

April 5th. 

It has transpired as I surmised. Pa- 
tience has gone, and I miss her twice in 
a minute at least. I long for letters, even 
though I know they will tell me nothing. 
How fares it with that trio to whom I am 
so fondly and fooUshly attached ? If I 
could look into the futiure, would I ? 
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Nay, I think not. Tis a wise hand that 
holds the curtain down. 

April loth. 

My poor sister ! I long to help her, 
but it is impossible against her will. She 
is sad beyond words, and her religion 
helps only to deepen the sadness. She 
sees evil in everything, and her belief in 
the devil is stronger than her belief in 
God, though this she is at some pains to 
conceal. 

May 3rd. 

Now I am in town, to enjoy the com- 
plications that do not seem to diminish 
as we flock together here. Roger is in 
love with Mercy. Patty is in love with 
Roger. Captain Damley is in love with 
Patty, and Mercy snaps her fingers and 
thanks her stars she cares for no one — 
yet I Maria has no lovers, so far as I 
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can see, but that is not matter for much 
surprise. 

June loth. 

And roses agam, and all the other 
delights of summer ! An accoimt of a 
new play in the London papers has put 
us all in a flutter. Both our home-made 
actresses have small parts, and have been 
conunented on in print. They are spoken 
of as the daughters of aristocrats in high 
life who nobly prefer to share the toil of 
the world rather than live in luxurious 
idleness at home, and this hinted mys- 
tery natiurally serves as a draw for the 
devil and all his works. 

The Queen and Prince Consort attended 
(not that there is any connection between 
this sentence and the last) two nights ago, 
and so a great stir and commotion was 
equally divided on and off the stage. We 
aree getting reconciled, I suppos, to this 
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state of things. Nothing succeeds like 
success, and we hear of no difficulties or 
contretemps as to food and raiment ; 
indeed, the lives of these two seem run- 
ning on scriptural grounds, *' Taking no 
thought for the morrow," and hitherto 
the means justify the end. 

July i6th. 

Roger has been here, and, metaphori- 
cally speaking, has laid his head in my 
lap and confessed his sins. The naughti- 
ness of that boy only equals his goodness 
and sweetness and delightsomeness. His 
nature is fairly divided in two, but which 
is to come out strongest at last ? Mercy 
has refused to marry him ; Mercy, in 
spite of his generosity to her as his sister*s 
friend, has spumed him with her little 
foot and sent him flying to (?) 

Yes, even now I see and know who his 
helpmeet is to be, and a wise choice when 
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he makes it, though 'twill lack the ardent 
vigour of this first wooing, but will no 
doubt stand the strain of wedded Ufe all 
the better in consequence. Now I know 
whence these lilies were arrayed so glori- 
ously, whose human hand has smoothed 
the roughness of their soil, whose purse 
has made their blooming so sumptuous 
and fragrant a thing, and, as Maria's 
brother, has prevented a breath of scandal 
from attaching itself thereto. As this 
yoimg sinner finished pouring forth his 
woes he caught sight of Patience in the 
rose garden, and though silently, yet 
with all the egotism of his sex, he rose, 
demanding another audience and a fresh 
supply of sympathy. Out he went, and 
presently I had the questionable satisfac- 
tion of seeing them together on the stone 
bench, he with his head down digging a 
hole in the ground with his cane, no doubt 
for his buried hopes, and she acting as 
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chief mourner at the funeral, wiping a 
furtive tear from her eye every now and 
then. Tis ever thus. " II y a toujours 
im qui aime et im qui se laisse aimer." 

September 20th. 

Mercy has come home, and the house- 
hold are mostly off their heads with 
breathless admiration for anyone so 
daring, so pretty, and yet so full of 
monkey tricks. She is doing just what 
she pleases to do with the elders. They 
are so overjoyed to have her at home 
safe and sound, they are willing to ignore 
all the suffering caused by her, but borne 
with all meekness by us stay-at-homes, 
who have had neither that hazardous 
experiment with husks nor yet the 
satiating glory of the fatted calf. Still, 
it matters not. Mercy is back and 
Patience is happy, and Roger has ceased 
troubling for the nonce. 
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New Years Eve. 

Well, the last part of that sentence 
may have been true as long as my pen 
was writing it, but the " nonce " was of 
short duration, if, indeed, it existed at 
all, save in my optimistic and affectionate 
brain. Mercy's holiday did not end so 
well as it began ; in fact, there was just 
the devil to pay before we saw the backs 
of our some time " treasures." I do not 
know how we are going to emerge from 
the tangle into which we have got. Roger 
has changed his allegiance, and confided 
to me that there is no doubt which of the 
two sisters is the most attractive. I 
immediately baited my trap, and agreed 
that there was no doubt. Mercy with 
her extra worldly experience, naturally ! 
An ejaculation of some strength and 
character rudely prevented my terminat- 
ing the sentence. I was extraordinarily 
mistaken, it seems. Mercy was a being 
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who looked very well on the stage nowa- 
days with plenty of make-up and powder 
to — goodness knows what effect it was to 
produce. I forget at this distance of 
time, but something that fell even then 
the width of the world short of Patty's 
air and charm. Dear heart alive, does 
this remind you at all of ancient days ? 
It does me, and I live my youth over 
again in Mercy and Patty, by turns, 
according to Roger's (or your) whim of 
the moment. I am always the one that 
he (or you) — ^well, this is folly, I know, 
and I am going to be forty-three tiis 
new year — forty-three ! How do you 
think I wear? 

January 15th, 1848. 

I begin to wonder whether this bDok 
will last me through the year. If I take 
to chronicling the state of the weather 
daily besides other domestic stakes uid 
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events, I shall have to begin the second 
volume ; but this I am disinclined to do, 
as Patty would like to keep a diary, and 
has hinted many a time that the second 
book in the case might contain very 
interesting contemporaneous matter with 
mine. So far I have resisted her specious 
arguments, but have promised that if she 
is married before I arrive on the last page 
of this, I will give her the next book to 
go on with, as once Roger is a husband 
there will really be nothing for me to 
comment on. At least, it will be best 
his wife should write of him by the Ught 
of her own orbs, even though they be 
blindfold with — ^love — ^which of course 
mine are not ! 

March 5th. 

The winds are very cold and keep us 
indoors a good deal. We have few visi- 
tors, though many visits, and my sister 
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nods her head at me nightly to show that 
she is aware of what can be no secret to 
every man and maid on the place. Still, 
it pleases her to think she is shrewd, so 
I nod back with mysterious finger held 
to my lips, as though words from either 
of us would break the magic spell. Sir 
G. is all agog, or as much so as he can be 
with an inmiense gouty foot, the pain of 
which is soothed by contemplation of the 
hour when Roger shall announce his in- 
tentions, and demand the hand or heart 
of Patience our beloved, 

March 30th. 

I cannot think we can wait much longer. 
The strain is becoming a drain on all our 
resources, and I feel at times I must push 
her into his arms and say, " Take her for 
goodness sake, and be done with it ! " I 
never knew anyone able to get so much 
leave, nor ever before was aware how 
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very small was the distance between us 
and Windsor or London. 

April ist — Evening. 

A very large post for everyone, and a 
jewelled heart with an arrow through it 
embedded in the — ahem ! — of a fish was 
received by Mistress P. with a well- 
feigned sign of suitable indifference. 
'Twas quite a novelty to us country folk, 
but my lady-to-be said in Paris 'twas the 
customary thing to send poisson d'avril 
to friends and acquaintances. How does 
she know ? She has never been to Paris, 
and I have a hundred or so years ago. 
There was a letter causing that fish in- 
digestion, if I mistake not, as well as the 
heart pressure referred to, and this, I am 
sorry to say, has upset Sir G. beyond 
words. He fears he is not going to be 
" asked," and personally I think he is 
correct in his surmise. A step — the only 
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one step in the world that matters — ^is 
sounding on the middle flight. I wonder 
where that minx is hiding ! 

An hour later. 

Well, it's all settled. My cheeks are 
bximing, my feet are cold, my hands are 
hot. Roger and Patience are going to be 
married ! I have blest them both, and 
sent him to the Ubrary to implore on 
bended knees for the privilege of calling 
Sir G. his father-in-law. Cannot write any 
more. Must go and talk with my sister. 

May 30th. 

All goes well. There is no hitch 
anywhere. The bride is one beaming 
smile the livelong day. The groom is 
triumphant, and the parents ere 
honestly pleased and happy. I have not 
seen Mercy or Maria yet, but they write 
warmly, and will get leave to attend the 
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ceremony. There is still room to say all 
I shall feel inclined to say in this book, 
so I have told Patty the second volimie 
is hers, and she can start her diary on her 
wedding day. 

June i8th. 

The house is full. The trousseau, in 
all its elegance, is filling every available 
bit of furniture, and life is a briUiant dis- 
play of good nature and social courtesies 
on all sides. It is quite infectious appar- 
ently, for everyone seems inclined to 
make love to everyone else. Sir G. 
kissed his lady this morning with his hand 
resting on her shoulder, and she looked 
about ten years younger by the next tick 
of the clock, and has gone about with a 
smile that advertises her happiness to all 
comers. No one has expressed any desire 
to embrace me. I must be looking fully 
my age. 
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June 19th. 

I cannot get into my room. It is 
possessed by the lovers, who have no more 
idea that they are incommoding me than 
a train has when it starts to time, care- 
lessly leaving you on the platform. They 
know it is my room, and that for years 
I have never sat in another ; but it is 
also sacred to them, and they are in love 
and demand all things, and, lo ! all things 
seem given them. Dear, delightful 
children ! They are fully equipped for a 
honeymoon, but how about life ? Some 
things will wear out, no doubt. Will 
others get brighter with rubbing ? 

June 20th. 

It is all over ; and I can^t look quite 
as I thought I did yesterday, for Roger, 
that child of my heart, was moved before 
all the gay company to hug me. Once, 
twice, three times did he kiss this elderly 
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woman, and the tears that were near her 
eyes were prevented from falling by the 
Rev. Jarvin's voice, " Is such luck all for 
the pupil ? " The tone made me laugh, 
and then Roger and Patty laughed, and 
then he laughed, and so did everyone, and 
the next thing was — the crack of a whip 

and a cloud of dust 

They had gone. 
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June 21st. 

The last page is turned. I am going to 
read over the whole of what I have written, 
and then I shall tear out and bum all that 
first part, my darling, up to the time when 
I came to this house, and possibly other 
bits beside. Not because there is any one 
thing of which we may not be proud, but 
lest some future day an accident befall, 
and pr3dng eyes should read and know 
what you and I thought and felt and kept 
rsecret, and in so reading should dare to 
hint at the inferiority of our generation 
when set against the manners, ways and 
doings of their own. 



Editor's Note. — This page, like many 
previous ones, is so blurred {probably with 
iears) that it has been most difficult to 
decipher. 
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June 20th, 1848. 
My wedding day. 

June 29th. 

Too happy to write. Roger is perfect* 

July 15th. 

I never have time to keep a diary. I 
really mean to, but Roger ♦ 

July 20th. 

This day month we were married, and 
no regrets yet on either side, save the 
obvious one that it is not this day year ! 

August ist. 

So &u: I do not appear to be very success- 
ful in writing our daily happenings, but 

* Editor's Notb. — ^UnieadaUe tfarongh large smudge. 
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when Roger goes back to his regiment I 
shall doubtless have more time. There is 
a great deal really to say, but I cannot 
quite bring my mind to set it all down on 
paper. 

September 30th. 

I have only just caught this month in 
time. How anybody can keep a diary I 
cannot imagine. I am much too happy 
to write. 

October 2nd. 

In our quarters at Windsor, and very, 
very busy. I am hoping to have our 
dearly-beloved Aunt Di here to stay. 

October 22nd. 

Many people have called, and I am 
being made no little fuss with as the 
wife of "the handsomest man in the 

Army!'' 
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November 7th. 

Aunt Di is here. Life is too perfect a 
thing to waste in living. I never, never 
knew or thought that anyone could be so 
entrandngly happy. Neither did Roger 
till he tried. 

December 5th. 

I feel very foolish never writing down 
all the places we have seen and the people 
we have met, but the days are so short 
just now. Perhaps in the turn of the year 
I shall have more time. 

Xmas, 1848. 

Rc^er got leave, and we are with his 
father and mother. It is charming to 
see them together. When Roger and I 
are old, shall we be like that, I wonder ? 

New Year's Day. 

Roger has given me a diamond star, 
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the first, he says, of a set, and each one 
is to get larger as the years go on, because 
he will have more to be thankful for. I 
feel so unworthy when he talks like this, 

February ist, 1849. 

We have been to the play, and seen my 
sister act. A strolling company stayed 
in the town two nights, and were patron- 
ised by the Court. Mercy has a good 
part in the provinces, though a small one 
still in London. She is very gay and 
lively in manner, and says she would not 
exchange her life for mine on any account. 
But this, I believe, is fudge ! 

April 2nd. 

Yesterday was the anniversary of our 
engagement. We talked it over, and 
Roger gave me a poisson d'avril full of 
sweets. He is very busy just now, and I 
see but little of him, so that I am thinking 
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of taking up my painting again, as I have 
more time to myself. 

May 5th. 

Roger does not like my being busy. It 
is too amusing. I have to put every^ 
thing away before he comes home, and 
appear in a state of finely-dressed idleness, 
merely awaiting his pleasure. As he sel- 
dom returns at the time I expect him this 
is difficult of accomplishment, and I am 
wondering how to break to my lord and 
master 

May 30th. 

I have a very good scheme in my head 
for a picture. It is rather ambitious, but 
then I like to feel I am aiming at the moon 
even if I only hit a tree. 

June 20th. 

Our wedding day, and Roger gave me 
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another star, larger than the first one. I 
gave him a new bootjack he wanted, and 
a silver toddy spoon. We are both just 
as happy as ever. I asked him what he 
would have done if I had not married him 
last year. He said he should marry me 
this year, that 's all ! 

July 30th. 

I have made several rough sketches for 
my picture in pencil, and also have started 
the charcoal outline on the canvas. I 
have not told Roger, as it will be such a 
surprise for him when it is finished. I do 
not beUeve he knows that I really can 
paint a Uttle. The bother is that some- 
times he says he is coming in to luncheon, 
and I put everything out of sight, and 
then he gets detained, and I waste about 
two hours altogether ; but this is my 
own fault for not having a second string 
to my bow. 
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August. loth. 

I do hope I am not going to be a worry- 
ing woman, but it does worry me that I 
cannot.be just myself quite naturally. I 
feel I have begim to act, with R. for 
audience, and as he seldom applauds the 
play falls flat. Dear diary, I cannot bear 
to think of saying things to you I would 
not say to R., but then you are not affec- 
ted by them, and he is. I love my paint- 
ing, and as he is away so much I think I 
am justified in keeping up such sprig of 
talent as I possess ; yet this little thing 
annoys him. He disUkes the smell of tur- 
pentine so much that he walked straight 
out of the house the other day without 
waiting for me to be sorry and explain. An 
hour later Major Damley was announced, 
having been sent to fetch me by Roger, 
who was waiting for me, so he said, at the 
cricket field. He was sq nice and sweet 
when we met that I felt I had been a fool to 
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mind about " the stink in his nostrils," so 
neither of us referred to the subject. 

August 20th. 

I have hit on quite a good plan. I put 
on a decent gown first thing in the morn- 
ing, and have got Susan to make me a 
large child's apron, which completely 
covers me from chin to toe, and after R.'s 
departure I turn her out of her room on 
the top floor to do her sewing in mine, and 
I go up and paint there, with the door 
shut and the window open. Then if his 
majesty comes home unawares I sUp out 
of the disguise and descend, a lady of 
quaUty — partout, and if he sniffs I men- 
tion the beeswax on the stairs or the 
exquisite cleanliness of the housemaids. 
But, dear diary, is it quite satisfactory ? 

September 5th. 
We are having a most pleasant visit to 
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the Foleys. We talk over old days and 
all the fun we had, and I am glad to say 
they think Roger even better-looking, if 
that is possible, than before we married. 
I cannot imagine what it would be like 
socially to have a plain or climisy husband, 
one who did not always do and say just 
the right thing, and at the right moment 
too, not half an hour after. It would be 
tedious in the extreme. As for me, I sit 
a proud woman among the matrons, 
knowing that every one of them eyes me 
with envy, and every girl wishes she may 
get a man half as good to look at. 

I pointed a moral this evening, when 
after a good shoot he walked into my 
room with his boots and legs plastered in 
mud, his hands in need of soap, and a 
general air that was not his usual spick 
and span one. He attempted to kiss me, 
and I drew back, remarking he might 
wash or change first. He was exceedingly 
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angry, and said he had no idea I only liked 
him on parade or in full-dress uniform ! 
Then I laughed, and put my hands on his 
shoulders, looking steadily into his eyes. 
He could not read what was written there, 
and asked what the devil I was driving 
at ? I set forth the positions with affec- 
tion but clearness. He swore, however, 
the cases were not parallel, and he would 
take deuced good care he did not offend 
so again. Then he walked out, and 
slammed my door behind him. It was 
not a success, but this is to me very odd, 
that a man is always to do and speak as 
he likes, and everyone, his wife above all 
is to clap both loudly and long. When a 
woman does as she likes, it is due to bad 
temper, you know ! So, dear diary, this 
temper had to be punished, and it had to 
see Roger at his very, very best to-night, 
sparkling with Mrs. Captain Dashington ; 
and being a fiery temper, it did not cool 
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under such treatment, but quietly, ever 
so quietly, it drew soft and tender remarks^ 
from Lord Dicie, who edged himself 
nearer and nearer my comer of the couch,^ 
till our hostess, in a tone of anxiety, asked 
him to sing. He sang, such a love song 
in French, and his eyes were on me all the 
time (so were R/s !). Mine were, of 
course, in my lap. Then I sang, and his 
lordship knew a duet that was exactly 
suited to both our voices, so WE sang^ 
again and again and again, and the Roger- 
cum-Dashington sparkle got flatter and 
flatter— and— flat ! 

September 7th. 

Home again, having enjoyed ourselves 
very much. Roger is a darling ! After 
that musical comedy the other night, I 
had not gone to my room more than ten 
minutes before there was a knock at my 
doOT. I said, " Come in ! " and the 
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liandle was turned, but no one entered. 
I went to see who it was, and there, kneel- 
ing on the mat outside, with his hands like 
the paws of a dog when he begs, was my 
husband. The penitent entered grovelling 
on his face, and I wished Mrs. D. could 
have seen him. 

October 5th. 

I' am getting on with my picture. It is 
a big subject, and I can only work at it in 
bits, as R. does so dislike the odour of 
paint that he sometimes refrains from 
coming home on accoimt of it. I found 
him sitting with Lady Verena Sogden the 
other day about live of the clock, a lady, 
I may remark in confidence, who has a 
fancy for married men, but not for married 
women, and when we walked home to- 
gether I made the faux pas of blowing the 
-scent of the house rather vulgarly out of 
my nose. Whereupon, oh, diary dear, I 

160 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Wife of Roger D'Aleeth. 

was chastised with this scorpion : '' That 
it was far j^rejerahle to an oil merchant's 
shop!'' Sniff! 

November 20th. 

Too sad. I feel very, very depressed. 
I shall have to give up my painting ; it 
is getting between me and R., though 
I never, never talk about it to him, or let 
him see any signs of it, either in the house 
or on me. I did once run down to meet 
him with a blob of cobalt on my nose and 
one eyebrow tinged with yellow, but I 
have never done it again, it upset him so 
astonishingly. I think he was tired. 
Since then we have had a nice talk to- 
gether, and I asked him to tell me if there 
was anything that annoyed him, as I 
thought we could both help each other in 
this way if we spoke out plainly, without 
any fear that the other would mind. He 
did not commend the plan at all, but said 
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if I really liked to do something to please 
him (something, ye gods !), would I give 
up the painting ? It was not only on 
account of the smell, but because he could 
not endure to feel I was interested in any- 
thing apart from him. He wanted me all 
to himself, and my painting seemed to 
absorb me so much. That was why he 
frequently did not come home so early as 
he might, but went to Lady V. S. instead. 
It is more important to keep one's hus- 
band than to paint pictures, so I said I 
would gladly do as he wished; but I 
can't see why I should have to do this. 
Would a man give up ? Of course he 
would not, and it 's only a silly woman 
would let herself be refused ; so I shall 
not ask. 

January 5th, 1850. 

We have had a splendidly gay time ; a 
great many balls and dances, besides card 
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parties and dinners. My trousseaux 
gowns are showing signs of wear, but 
every one of them bring back the memory 
of something pleasant, and I can't bear 
to throw them aside. Roger is a beautiful 
dancer ; all the women long for him to 
ask them. No wonder ; he is alwa5rs 
the best-looking man in the room. I 
don't seem to get accustomed to his hand- 
someness a bit when I see him with other 
men. But one pays for a husband like that. 

March 30th. 

I have had a visit from Mercy. She 
is not acting at present, but has an en- 
gagement at the Opera House for May. 
It seems she has been having singing 
lessons from Signor Durrani, who, I should 
say, is in love with her Haughtiness, for, 
on hearing that opera was her ambition, 
he has " arranged " this little matter, 
with what golden key I cannot say. She 
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has been stud3dng hard for the last three 
years with this end in view, and, as usual 
when she sets her mind on a thing, she 
attains the object of her desire. She is 
just the same as she used to be, only much, 
much prettier, and with a devilment in 
her ways that I observe is far more attrac- 
tive than mere looks. Even Roger now 
owns it is not all paint and puff, as he 
tried to say it was, though he knows I 
know all about that well enough indeed. 
All our friends were full of admiration of 
my sister, and we both enjoyed ourselves 
vastly. She invited everyone to come 
and see her act or hear her sing, and they 
are aU mad to go. Roger says we will 
get up a large party, and all throw her 
bouquets on the stage, and give her a 
triumph. 

June 21st. 
Two years married, and still very happy. 
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I have the best of husbands, in spite of 
aggravating women who appear to think 
I have no right to keep him to myself. 
There is, perhaps, a little disappointment 
in life for us both, but it is something that 
may be remedied any day ; we are not 
very old yet. My fourth star is a beauty ; 
not quite so large as the first, but the 
centre stone is finer, and R. forgot exactly 
which size was due. 

July loth. 

R. is getting on so well in his profession. 
They all tell me how highly he is thought 
of in head-quarters, and certainly he is 
wanted very frequently at the^War Ofl&ce. 
I feel I am going to be a very proud 
woman — ^wife of a general at least, per- 
haps a field-marshal ! 

October 5th. 

I went up to town, and stopped with 
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my sister and Maria. We had a delightful 
day, and 'tis very entertaining going about 
the town with them both. They know a 
vast deal of company, and are bowed to 
on all sides with deference and respect. 
My sister's manner is certainly more that 
of a patron than of one who is patronised, 
and I am told her air of aloofness and 
particular views of friendship have helped 
her on to the pedestal where no one at- 
tempts to reach her with mud. I am so 
very, very glad, for Mercy was always 
wildly inspiriting, and this might have 
led her into mischief. 

Xmas and New Year, 1851. 

We are all excited, for Roger has been 
offered a very good appointment, and he 
does not know whether he ought to accept 
it. I do not know what to wish. I shall 
love him to make a good name for himself, 
but — this is not treason, diary dear — only 
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if he is to be a big man his mind must be 
big, and I know that it wants enlarging, 
but he does not know this yet. Who is 
to do it ? I hoped so much we should 
help each other in underground ways, but 
somehow we seem to miss it. 

January 6th. 

Very busy with many things. My fifth 
star came home to-day. R. was so busy 
up to Christmas he had no time to get it, 
so asked me to order one for myself to 
match the last I had. Five stars on my 
head look regal, I can tell you, and to^ 
night, when dressed for the ball, that dear 
man of mine kissed my hand, and said I 
looked like a fairy princess. I could have 
cried, I was so pleased. What fools, 
what fools we women are ! 

April loth. 

One of the happiest days in the world. 
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Roger and I went to London together — 
he to work, I to play, as is meet — and 
after luncheon, Mercy, Maria, and I met 
him at Christie's sale rooms to see some 
beautiful works of art that have to be 
sold, owing to the death of the owner. 
Of all things I admired a satin wood set 
of furniture, painted with exquisite bor- 
ders of roses and blue ribbons and jessa- 
mine. I cannot fancy anything prettier 
than a room adorned in such style ; it 
would remind me of Aunt Di's room on 
the middle flight, so utterly, utterly 
different from anything we ever see in 
this year of Grace. 

June 30th. 

Another visit from Major Damley. He 
often comes to see us. I feel he is really 
domestic, and would like a home of his 
own. I went out with him in his gig. 
R. is so good, and never minds, though 
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I came in rather late and kept hiftt 
waiting for dinner. 

July ist. 

Major D. again, and as it was a wet 
afternoon he sat and talked a long time, 
I told him I noticed he always has an air 
of looking for something here, and he 
laughed and said it was true. I enquired 
what it might be, and he feared to give 
away a secret. I pressed the point, how- 
ever, and then learnt that Roger really 
did buy that beautiful set of furniture at 
Christie's that I admired so much. I was 
absolutely amazed, as the price was 
expected to be very high, and asked 
Major D. if he could not be mistaken.^ 
He said no, as he met R. at the sale, and 
heard it knocked down to him, and R. 
made the same remark that I did, and. 
referred to my admiration of it. " So," 
Major D. said, '* you will find it is a. 
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l)irthday present I expect, and must feign 
the surprise that it ought to be." Now 
my birthday has passed, but no doubt 
that accounts for why our wedding day 
also passed unawares. I would rather 
have that set of furniture than anything 
^Ise, I think ; but I wonder why it is so 
long in coming home. 

July 2nd. 

I was so pleased with my thoughts of 
possessing that satin wood set that my 
face roused R.'s curiosity on his return, 
and he persisted so in questioning the 
cause of my gaiety that at last I told him 
what I had heard. He was very silent, 
and my bounding gratitude bubbled 
tamely, and then died the death, as he 
said, " I was only bidding for somebody 
else, little woman. It is not mine to give 
you, I am sorry to say." This was a 
blow, but he looked so sad at having to 
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disappoint me that I sat on the arm of 
his chair and kissed him just the same as 
if he had bought it for me. " I will take 
the will for the deed/* I said. '* I am sure 
you would if you could.*' 

July 25th. 

Dear diary book. I have such a lot to 
say that I think it will be best to leave it 
unsaid. You are my greatest friend in 
the world, and I can say to you what I 
cannot say even to Aunt Di, and as you 
are my friend, help me to be brave, for I 
fear — I fear — and know not what I fear. 

July 27th. 

Oh, diary, diary, what am I to do ? 
What am I even to think ? Not evil. 
God help me from dreaming evil of either 
of those two ; yet why this secrecy ? I 
went to see Mercy and Maria to-day ; 
they still lodge together in town, and I 
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had not been to the house for some tune, 
as we have met at other and various 
places instead. I was kept waiting a 
minute, or it may have been an hour, 
for the thoughts in my head swelled past 
aU account of time. The satin wood fur- 
niture, with its roses and jessamine tied 
with blue ribbon, was filling the room 
and making it look like Aunt Di's, and 
my mind was in one mad whirl. I talked^ 
or rather I listened to a lively conversa- 
tion, and had no chance of asking the 
only question that lay on my lips. At 
last I rose, and Mercy came with me on to 
the landing. Then I tried to steady my 
voice, and said how nice her room looked, 
and how did she come by that set we had 
both so admired at Christie's ? She 
laughed very naturally, and said, " Twas 
a gift." I asked, " From whom ? " and 
she said, *'Ah, would not you like to 
know ? " I said, " Don't treat me as a 
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fool. I know Roger bid for that set, and 
'twas knocked down to him." " Yes," 
she nodded, " he was very kind. He 
knew somebody wanted to give it me, 
and he bid for them ; " and she kissed me. 
I told Roger after dinner to-night, and I 
thought he would see that I was upset, 
and comfort me in some way, but he only 
hoped I was not going to he suspicious, 
and went round to the barracks. 

Friday, 28th. 

An extraordinary thing happened to- 
day. Roger spoke as I could not have 
believed he would speak to any woman, 
and certainly not to me, his wife, and only 
about a trifling thing, not worth any re- 
mark at all. Yet the one he made I 
cannot forget. I try to think he was 
tired or overworked, but a horrible warn- 
ing voice persists in saying over and over 
again, " This is the beginning." I can't 
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think what it means, and I try to disre- 
gard it and say how absurd to be upset 
over a few hasty words ; but I *m miser- 
able, miserable, out of all proportion to 
the apparent cause, and I cannot think 
why. 

Saturday, 29th. 

Roger never said he was sorry. He 
saw I had been crying, and turned off as 
though that annoyed him. Roger, who 
never could bear me to have the slightest 
worry, and almost insulted Providence if 
my Uttle finger ached. What can be the 
matter with him ? I feel foolishly de- 
pressed, and have sense enough left to 
know it is foolish, but not sufficient to 
combat it. 

August » 25th. 

A perfectly miserable day. Roger 
went off for a walk with the dogs and 
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never asked me to come too ; in fact, if it 
were not so absurd I should think he 
rather avoided me, but I do try to be 
reasonable, and fear it must be my fault. 
I am probably a fool, and must try to be 
brave and not write all I feel. 

August 30th. 

I have come home as my father is 
ill, and Roger has gone to Scotland alone. 
I try to behave as I should, but my heart 
is like lead. I am possessed by a name- 
less terror that torments me night and 
day. I cry in my soul for Roger, and it 
hurts far more than if I cried with my eyes,, 
but at least it does not show outwardly. 

September 15th. 

Everyone has gone. We had a very 
large funeral, for father was much beloved. 
Roger and all his old friends who used 
to come here in our young days came to 
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pay their respects. Mercy could only 
stay the one night. We felt there was 
something unseemly in her haste to leave 
us all, but perhaps it is because we fail 
i:o understand her temperament or her 
art. They both absorb her entirely. I 
thought to return with R., but he says 
that Lord C. is finding him very useful 
just now in helping him with his new 
scheme, that he will have to be in town 
so much, it is better for me to stay here 
a bit longer. I do feel glad he is being 
appreciated in the right quarter ; but 
why must I be kept at arm's length in 
these matters ? What have I done ? 
What have I done ? 

October 2nd. 

Back at Windsor again, and determined 

to shake off that devil of care. I will 

not, I will not believe there is an5^hing 

ivrong. I do not know how I shall do 
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without Aunt Di ; she has helped me, 
though silently, more than she ever can 
know, and I long, how I long to be little 
again, and sit in her lap and ask her what 
I shall do. 

January ist, 1852. 

I have said my say ; I have asked for 
an explanation. I have sat quivering in 
every fibre of my body with such an 
intensity of feeling as must have commu- 
nicated itself to him ; yet his hand was 
in mine like a dead thing. I was nearly 
mad with trying to keep sane. He would 
tell me nothing, would give me no answers 
and ignored my utmost misery. I broke 
down completely. If ever I had any 
pride it is gone now, rolled in the dust. 
I can do no more. 

January 7th. 

It is, after all, a relief to write some- 
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times, and I can always tear it up when 
I am proved to be wrong, as, pray God, 
I may be. I find there is much I can 
do ; I learn something fresh every day, 
and when I don't write it is because I am 
strong enough not to, and I want to be 
able to fight for R. The worst part of 
all this is the network of Ues that seems 
to surround us on every side. I can't ask 
the simplest question, but a resentful 
answer appears, in an empty and hollow 
disguise of the truth, which dare not 
face dayhght or me. I too am acting a 
part. I am living a lie, and scarce open 
my mouth without cursing myself for 
a fool. 

February ist. 

I have tried hard, and have set nothing 

down for a month ; but a week ago I 

wrote to Mercy telling her I was ill, and 

would she come to see me. She wrote 
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back 'twas impossible, as she was acting 
at night and rehearsing all day ; but 
expressing regret for my sickness, and 
she hoped I would soon recover. I wrote 
again, urging that I was unhappy about 
R., and wanted her most particularly. 
She replied to this she and Marie and a 
friend had seen R. three days before at a 
lunch, and he had certainly nothing the 
matter with him then, and it must be my 
fancy. Perhaps it is ; perhaps it is also 
my sick fancy that Roger, on returning 
from town that day, told me he had seen 
no one but his chief, as he had been too 
busy to go an5nvhere. 

February 20th. 

I am feeling so ill that Susan is alarmed^ 
and is writing to Aunt Di. Roger is, 
fortunately, too busy to notice, as I hate 
to worry him now. It 's the suspicion 
that is killing me. I think if I knew 
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what the trouble was I could bear it 
better, but this darkness 

May Day. 

Susan found me on the floor after 
writing the above. Fortunately, most 
fortunately, little book, you fell too, 
and the lock snapt in falling, so my 
secret is safe in your keeping. I have 
had blood poisoning, and the doctors are 
at their wit's end to know the primary 
cause. I know, but they would not 
believe me if I told them. They want a 
bad smell or bad food to conduct their 
theories upon, and I really can't help 
them to either. Bad thoughts I could 
give them in plenty, and they it is that 
have poisoned my life as surely as ever 
a drain or an oyster did. I don't know 
what has happened to me all the uncon- 
scious time. I do not want to know. 
God has been very good. Just when 
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the darkness was becoming unbearable 
He put me to sleep, and made me forget. 
Roger comes in to see me every day ; 
he looks so sad and older, but we say 
nothing to upset each other. Aunt Di 
will not let me write more to-day. 

May 8th. 

I am getting better daily, and have a 
beautiful time for thinking. I have 
thought and thought what the wisest 
woman in the worid could do if she had 
lost what I have lost, and did not know 
why or how. Would she make a fuss 
or a scene, and let the world know ? 
She could if a thief took her purse, or 
her plate, or her jewels ; she could ad- 
vertise far and wide, and set the law 
working, and oflfer rewards, and people 
would come and condole, and she might 
still be happy, even if the things were 
never restored. If death walked into 
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her house and claimed the one she loved 
best, she could weep and cry, and float 
out on the flood of sympathy that would 
rush in on every side to buoy her up till 
she reached the shore where he (or 
another) would help her to stand and 
smile and forget. But if a woman 
steals a man from another woman, and 
his coat and his hat and all the outward 
signs of his presence still hang in the 
hall, familiar objects to all who come 
and go, is it not best to pretend to the 
world he too is there ? to assume to 
oneself that he went of his own free will, 
and of his own free will it were better 
he should return? 

(i) To possibly force Roger back to 
the old state of things, and possibly 
fail, or 

(2) To ask no questions ; to be will- 
ing to be ignorant that the charity which 
thinketh no evil may, have a chance of 
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' helping me in the silence to wait and 
hope and pray. 

I have decided, for this I beUeve is 
wisdom. Perchance my blood will then be 
free of poison, and Aunt Di will get the 
credit she deserves for nursing me so well. 

May 25th. 

I am mending fast ; they are all sur- 
prised. It is delightful to see Roger and 
Aunt Di together, and sometimes I feel 
we are all just the same as we used to 
be, that I must have had a bad nightmare, 
only for what I know, and Roger's face 
precludes the continuance of that idea. 
We Uve on the surface of things, but 
how long we can do this I cannot tell. 
I asked Aunt Di to-day what she thought 
I needed most in my character, and her 
answer, just when one felt attaining a 
kind of nobility second-hand, was true to 
her sweet old self. ** An increased sense 
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of humour," she said, and paused. " The 
Kingdom of Heaven within, and a sense 
of humour without, will cany you]|safely„ 
my child, over and through an5rthing, 
anywhere." 

June 6th. 

I wonder how much she knows, how 
much she sees ? Not a word does she 
say, not a look does she give. That 
makes it harder for us to act our difficult 
parts. I edged rather near the subject 
to-day, a human desire for human help 
was making me weak ; but Aunt Di would 
have none of it, and the personal note 
was ignored. It is so hard, little book,, 
to believe that one's own experience is 
a deadly common thing. Life just robbed 
of all halo and glory. I know it's the 
same with others ; I know it 's not worse 
than — ^but I thought, oh, Roger, my 
darling, not you ! Not you ! 
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June 20th. 

We heard yesterday that Mercy is ill. 
I wanted to have her here, or, if possible, 
go to help nurse her, but neither of these 
is allowed. Aunt Di has promised ta 
write and keep us informed, but, oh, we 
are sad. Mercy has never been ill in her 
life, and I cannot think how she will bear 
it. Roger has been so good ; he sent off 
a note to mamma, and begged that 
Louise, my stepsister, might come and 
stay with us, that I might not feel too 
depressed when he is obUged to be out- 
She seems so Uttle and young, I regard 
her quite as a child. 

June 30th. 

A nice long letter from dear Aimt Di. 
Mercy is better, and will soon be well. 
It seems that the worst was over before 
we knew anything of it ; a kind of fever 
that made her delirious, and now she is 
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only weak and needs care, so none of us 
are to be anxious. I must say I do enjoy 
the company of Louise ; she is so gay 
and a charming child. We laugh a great 
deal over nothing, and Major Damley 
and a subaltern help us to do it well. 

1853. 

Wars and rumours of wars. Everyone 
is in a state of excitement. How a big 
thing like this drives the little things off 
to a comer of one's mind, and makes one 
almost ashamed of holding them at all. 

July 3rd. 

That was yesterday, before I went to 
town with Louise, who is again with me. 
We had finished our shopping, and, 
coming out of Howell and James, we 
met Major Damley alone. He sauntered 
with us, looking in at the shops in such 
an easy, domestic fashion, that I wondered 
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whether Louise — no, I do not think I will 
match-make. Anyway, he escorted us 
into the park, and we sat down under 
the trees and watched the company come 
and go. As we watched I saw Lady 
Verena Sogden, and a crew just after her 
kind, come along laughing and talking, 
attracting attention as much by their 
stylish appearance as by the noise they 
made. And amongst the crew passed my 
husband and sister. They did not see 
us. Neither Louise nor the Major spoke 
to me, nor to them. We all sat silent 
and watched, as at a scene in a play, and 
they passed. It is absurd to record one's 
.feelings over such an apparently Uttle 
thing, but murder, just pure and simple, 
rose up in my heart. I wanted to kill, but 
I don't know who. I feel simply a savage ; 
there is nothing good or controlled about 
me ; I am a really wicked woman. But 
who shall I kill ? Major Damley, I think. 

187 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Diary of Patience, 

July 15th. 

I find Loiiise is not such a child as I 
thought. Young Lieutenant TEstrange 
considers her a very grande dame. His 
manners are charming to all, but espe- 
cially so to her. I am filled with wonder 
and interest as I look on ; and the child 
says nothing, and neither do I. She en- 
courages me with my painting, and sits 
for me as a model. After my illness the 
power seemed to come back, and a kind 
of creative instinct possessed my soul. 
I must give expression, somehow, tp 
all that is seething within. God help 
me I may in colour and form lose m5^self 
yet. 

October 20th. 

We really fear war with the Russians ; 
not in a distant sort of way, but as 
touching us very nearly. If it comes — 
if it comes — ^who will go ? 
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October 29th. 

The air is very vibrant. Martial 
sounds make our hearts throb. Lou 
has gone home, and young TEstrange 
■comes and sits here looking at me as 
though to compel from me some admis- 
sion for which he longs. I do not know 
how to help or to hinder. I should like 
to say something to make him happy, if 
it was fair. He seems such a boy. I see 
very little of R. He is always at work, 
and required by the high and mighty. 
I ought, and I do feel pr 

November loth. 

My picture absorbs me. The scheme 
is good, and I think that the last sketch 
will serve. Figures in a vast cathedral, 
with a shaft of sunlight streaming down- 
wards. Faintly in the dazzling light 
you see the form of the dove hovering 
over the altar, and as you look, you see 
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the shaft of light is really visions of 
angels clustering and watching. The 
human figures keep changing in my mind ; 
first it is the woman kneeling, and the 
man for whom she is praying standing,, 
unknown to her, in the shadow of a 
pillar, while she is just on the edge of 
the light. And, again, I make the man 
in battered armour kneel, with the devil 
leering at him from the background,, 
and no woman at all. It is rather in-^ 
volved, but I mean it to express those 
lines — 

"Mortal, they softly say, 
Peace to thine heart. 
We too, yes. Mortal, have been as thou art, 
Hope-lifted, doubt-depressed, seeing in part. 
Tried, troubled, tempted, sustained as thou art."^ 

November 15th. 

Major D. came in last evening, and told 
me it was a bad case with his subaltern ; 
says it is my fault for having so pretty a 
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sister. Anyway, the boy is mad to go and 
try his luck with Lou at home. I do not 
know what to say. A little while ago I 
would have been as gay as a lark at the 
thought of a wedding, and would have 
been so sure it was wise to help and 

advise; but now Howthe whole world 

and everything in it changes since one 
has changed. I said I could not assist 
matters. I knew nothing of my sister's 
feeling towards even the subject of mar- 
riage, much less towards one individual 
man, so the Major went away looking 
sad. I hope he is not in love with the 
child himself, but lately he too has 
seemed different. 

November 22nd. 

A funny thing happened to-day. I 
was up in that top room working away at 
a sketch, and had drawn in my kneeling 
woman with a lovely look in her face, 
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and was trying to draw the man. Sud- 
denly my pencil seemed possessed, and 
went its own way as if guided by some 
invisible hand. I clutched back my own 
intention and let it go. Result — in a 
moment of time, instead of my knight 
ivas a devil, but — a devil with Roger's 
face ! I sat horrified, and yet fascinated 
too. It was a perfect likeness of R., yet 
a terrible one, for it certainly seemed the 
devil, and I had drawn it, though how or 
why I do not know ; it seemed to draw 
itself, and then mock me for calling it into 
existence. I cannot be sure whether to 
change my picture and make the d. watch 
the woman, but that is not my original 
idea. I want to show the man saved 
through the woman, and the woman 
comforted because of the man. It is not 
the least original, I know, but then 
neither is the devil nowadays, if it comes 
to that. 
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The Grange, Xmas, 1853. 

I am here with Roger on a few days* 
leave, as it is almost certain R. will have 
to go East. All is excitement every- 
where, and confusion in high places 
supreme. We never appear ready for 
battle when the call comes, and yet we 
win in the end. I seem quite dead inside 
when I think of Roger going to the war, 
as if nothing can make me feel ever again. 
A thousand miles cannot put us farther 
apart than we are now, though living 
imder the same roof. Perhaps the converse 
ivill hold. Who knows ? I try in every 
way in this time before he goes to make 
the memory of it sweet for us afterwards, 
but God knows how hopeless it seems. 

December 27th. 

I said nothing could make me feel, and 
only yesterday I disgraced myself before 
Roger's mother. She was so charming to 
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me, and is so wrapt up in R., that her 
motherly pride must have been conscious, 
I thought, of the very inadequate pride of 
the wife. And it is not so, it is not so t 
I am proud of him, but I might have been 
prouder, and I love him as much as ever 
I did; indeed, I think more — ^but — after 
more talk. Lady d'Aleeth took me into 
her room to show me something, I did not 
know what. It was all the little clothes 
she had kept all these years, and I was 
quite grave, quite unmoved looking at 
them, when she suddenly asked if it was 
a disappointment that we had never 
wanted these things ? I did not mean to 
cry- I just said the one word " Bitter ! '^ 
and then I was bereft of all reason. I 
flxmg myself face downwards on her bed, 
and I do not know what I did ; but after 
an hour or so I was dimly conscious an 
angel was with me, had never left me — 
she is not a mere woman at all. Why did 
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everything I thought I had conquered 
suddenly rise up and torture me when I 
was off my guard ? 

December 28th. 

Mamma sent the carriage for me this 
morning, that I might go and spend the 
day there. It was all so nice, yet so dread- 
fully sad. The middle flight and Aunt Di 
are just the same ; the change is only in 
me. They all told me Mr. TEstrange 
had been down to stay, and had asked 
mamma's leave to speak to Louise ; that 
he is the eldest son, and will one day 
inherit the family place. Lou says she 
does not mind a bit who or what he is 
now; he is going to be her husband, 
and that is the only thing that matters. 

January 5th, 1854. 

The Coldstreams and the Scots Fusiliers 
are actually going to the East. They 
may be wanted any day. 
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March 30th. 

War declared two days ago! Roger 
and young FEstrange and Charlie Foley — 
in fact, all our friends have got their 
marching orders, all except Major Darnley 
and one or two others, whom an unkind 
Fate has ordained must stay at home. 
I cannot describe the state of excitement 
everywhere. Louise is coming to stay 
with me. I wonder which of us will make 
the best soldier's wife ? 

April 7th. 

The last day. To-morrow I lose — no, 
I cannot say my husband, for I lost him 
long ago. I know that the lover I had 
and the man I married is dead, that a 
changeling has been going about in a 
mask, so that others have thought it 
was R., and to-morrow even that out- 
ward sign of him goes too. Will the real 
R., that darling boy, ever come back ? 
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April 8th. 

It is all over, all those agonising days 
when we have wanted to say so much, 
and for fear of breaking down have said 
so little. I want to write down R.'s and 
my good-bye while it is clear and distinct, 
though there was nothing much to be said. 
We were kept busy up to the very last ; 
orderUes clattering to and fro, things to 
be searched for, papers to be signed, 
money arrangements to be made ; we 
had no time for awkward moments, or 
hardly for personal feelings at all. . He 
called me into his room, and asked if I 
would buckle on his sword, and I did. 
Then he put his hands on my shoulders 
and said, " Can you kiss me ? " and I did 
that too. He was very white. Then he 
said he was sorry for many things, and 
thanked me for all I had done, that if he 
died he thought it would be the best thing 
for me, and he hoped some day I should 
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be happy again, I could not speak, so 
shook my head, and just put my arms 
round his neck, when somebody called 
him. We walked downstairs together, 
he holding my hand, and at the door he 
turned to me. *' You will write ? '' I 
nodded, and made my lips move into 
" God bless you ! " He signed more than 
spoke, " You too,'* and was gone. 

I went into the drawing-room, where 
Louise threw herself sobbing into my 
arms, but I did not feel I could cry. We 
watched at the window for the march 
past, and the bands and the people and 
the whole scene are just stamped on the 
brain. We saw all our friends and waved 
to them, and Louise blew Roger a kiss. 
I caught his eye, and we smiled. I am 
so glad to remember that. 

O God Almighty and Merciful, who 
seest and knowest all things, have pity 
on our mistakes. Forgive us for having 
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idok in our hearts, and for loving the 
things that are seen more than the things 
which are unseen. Guard and watch and 
keep my darUng husband from evil with- 
out and within. Help him to fight a good 
fight, and to be the man Thou dost want 
him to be. Teach me where I have failed, 
and be with me now on my lonely road. 
Give me, I pray Thee, strength to get 
through the days at all, and then of Thy 
goodness add grace that I may go through 
them well. Grant us to love one another 
more perfectly, that if it should be Thy 
will again to unite us some day in body 
in soul and in spirit we may be so purified, 
even through fire, that together we may 
be worthy to see Thy face at the last. 
Amen. 

April i8th. 

My poor little sister ! She is in terrible 
grief for the loss of her soldier brave. 
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She cries all night, and I know not what 
to say to comfort her- If she could but 
know how I envy her — ^but she would not 
understand, and, of course, envies me in 
that I am a wife, and she may miss being 
that. I have done a picture from memory 
of the man she loves, and she is good 
enough to be pleased with it. I some- 
times wonder if I could paint one of R. 

May 2nd. 

I have an idea in my head. It has 
come quite slowly. It began before R. 
went out, but quite surely, and because 
it is distasteful to me, I feel that it must be 
sent for some wise purpose, and will not 
leave me alone until I agree. It is a 
feeling that I must do something ; not 
only my painting and keeping cheerful 
through the day, but something definite 
and useful. I have fought against it, as 
it is something I do not want to do, yet all 
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the time I know I shall do it, for since I 
asked for help perhaps it is this which is 
sent to help me. I have written to Aimt 
Di, and asked her where I shall go to 
study nursing, and learn the care of 
the sick. I think if Roger came back 
wounded or in need of aid, it would be a 
nice thing if I was not wholly ignorant of 
what to do for him ; also the attention 
such work demands will prevent my 
mind dwelling too much on personal* 
matters, though God knows what such an 
effort means. 

BIay 22nd. 

It is all settled, and I am to go to the 
Home in Harley Street, where Axmt Di's 
friend, Miss Nightingale, has been for so 
long. It will entail real hard work, and 
the giving up of many ways and things 
one has taken for granted ; but I want 
to do something quite different from for— 
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merly, perhaps be something different. 
This seems to me wise, and may be of use 
-toR. 

I had finished everything, and thought 
1 would go out for my last walk, and per- 
haps see one or two people, when close to 
the Castle I met Major D., who turned to 
^alk with me, and I think we both forgot 
our visits in having so much to say. We 
<iiscussed all our mutual friends, and how 
' they must be faring by now in the far East ; 
and then he walked with me home, and 
asked to come in and hear more about 
Harley Street, and what I was going to 
<io. He was very quiet while I talked, 
and seemed to me rather distrait. Sud- 
-denly, instead of conmnienting on my last 
remark in the pause expecting it, he 
crossed over to the sofa where I was 
sitting, and put his hand on mine, looking 
more absolutely miserable than I have 
♦ever seen him. I looked at him in amaze- 
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ment, thinking he must be ill, and saw 
his eyes were full of tears. I said, " What 
is it ? " He said, '* You know ; you 
must know what is the matter." I as- 
sured him I did not, that I had not the 
faintest idea what was troubling him^ 
except the disappointment of not going 
out to the war. He still sat looking at 
me in a most wretched fashion, and I drew 
my hands away, sajdng, " Don't, or I 
shall cry too, though I don't know what 
about." Then he got up and walked to 
the fireplace and back, with his arms 
folded tight ; it struck me as highly in- 
teresting, and somewhat dramatic. I 
was thrilled to know more, and over- 
flowing with S5mipathy. '* You remem- 
ber the first time we met ? " I nodded. 
'' Yes, m the coach." " And I caught 
you when you ran away, and carried 
you back." " You did, and I scratched 
you for it." He seemed not to hear, and 
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went on. " Then I saw you in your own 
home, and afterwards I saw your father 
in London. Well, I have never changed 
since then." The manner in which he 
said these words seemed to be full of 
meaning, but I was puzzled to a d^[ree 
as to what was expected of me in return, 
so only said, '* No ? " questioningly, though 
thinking all the time how little the man 
knew himself if he imagined he had that 
beautiful twirling moustache years ago. 

" You were like " he said. A ray 

from above pierced my ignorance, and I 
smiled. *' I know," I said, " I was like 
then what Louise is now." He stared at 
me with every bit of colour gone out of 

his face. " Louise I For God's sake " 

Then he took up his hat and tore out of 
the room. 

May 23rd. 

I have had a very bad night, though 
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that is nothing new ; but for once it was 
not my own trouble or R.'s that kept me 
awake, but thinking of Major D. I do 
not want to seem a fool even to you, diary 
dear, especially at my age ; but I am com- 
pletely nonplussed as to what is in his 
mind, and what he wanted to convey to 
me yesterday. What had my going to 
Harley Street got to do with his first 
recollection of lis ? And why did he say 
he had never changed ? And how did he 
think I should know what was troubling 
him ? All this gives me something else to 
think about beyond the one subject that 
is so apt to absorb one to the exclusion 
of everything else. 

The Home, Harley Street. 

The httle excitement of arriving here 
was quite dwarfed by the interest of the 
journey. Major D. was at the station at 
Windsor, and travelled up with me to 
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town. He said it might be his last chance 
of explaining matters, and he wanted me 
to know for a certainty that he had never,, 
never changed, and never should. That 
he would never have spoken about his 
own feelings, but that of late he had felt 
I wanted a friend, and it might be of ser- 
vice for me to know that there were some 
things in life that were inmniovable, his 
love for me being one. I was absolutely 
crushed beyond speech. I felt he knew, 
and would never have dared to speak so 

if Roger had I was on the verge of 

tears with mortification and grief. I had 
tried so hard, and must have failed so 
sorely for this scene to be possible. Then 
rage possessed me, and I drove back the 
tears in a fury, both with him and myself,, 
that he should dare to offer me sympathy 
or think that it was wanted. I was the 
wife of the best man xmder the sxm (what- 
ever R. has done or not done, all other 
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men are still his inferiors). I could not 
imagine wanting any help but what he 
could give. The brave man in the comer 
opposite me really quailed before such a * 
storm, for he said nothing, and let me run 
on till I was almost exhausted. Then, 
after quite a long pause in which we sat 
staring at each other, he leaned forward, 
very white and very quiet. " There is 
nothing to htirt you," he said, " in what 
I have told you. I would not wound you. 
f or worids, nor would I have you one whit 
less loyal. But, child, child, I carried you 
once in play, and I would to God I could 
carry you now over these troublous times, 
and see you happy and smiling again." 
Then he took both my hands and held 
them fast* *' I have always loved you, 
and I always shall — make no mistake of 
that ; but it's the kind of love that Roger 
would not mind. It can never hurt you. 
It 's the kind that means sacrifice for me 
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of most things that other men hold good. 
Don't cry — I am not worth it — only if 
I could have gone to the war and saved 
Roger for you, I would ; but I should 
have told you then before I went that I 
was unchangeable, in case you might ever 
like to know/' I vainly tried to stop the 
overflow of tension and emotion, and 
asked from behind my handkerchief what 
he meant by supposing I knew anything 
of this state of affairs, whereupon another 
surprise was sprung upon me, and I could 
hardly believe he was not romancing in 
saying that he had asked for my hand in 
marriage when I was but seventeen. I 
was totally unable to conceal the surprise 
I felt, and, of course, he was equally 
amazed at my ignorance of what, after 
all, concerned me most of anyone. In 
fact, our mutual astonishment at things 
as they are set us both on a calmer footing, 
and as we ran into Paddington I was able 
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to thank him for his kindness and con- 
sideration, and to promise that if ever in 
need of help I would remember his words. 
He saw to my luggage for me, and put me 
in a hackney cab. I had never liked him 
half so well ; but all the same, I told him 
it would have made no difference had I 
known before what he told me to-day. 
He said he knew that. " As A loves B, 
so C loves A. Voild tbtU/'' He took off 
his hat, and stood bareheaded as I 
drove out of sight, a perfect, perfect 
gentleman. 

Harley Street. 

Far too busy to write. The Ufe is won- 
derful. No self left in anybody, it seems 
tome; all for others. And the mainspring 
lies behind Miss N., who seems the visible 
and working exponent of that text which 
<x>ntains the word " Inasmuch/' I have 
had a delightful talk with her about her 
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friendship with Aunt Di, which began 
with the child Florence's admiration of 
her parents' lonely visitor as far back as 
1828. She tells me that no words can 
ever describe her fascination, it was 
something far beyond mere ph3rsical 
beauty and charm ; that although she 
was in deepest sorrow when staying with 
them in Derbyshire, yet her presence in 
the house was a matter of thankfulness 
to all, for she was pretty to walk with, 
witty to talk with, in fact, she was just 
Atmt Di as we have always known and 
loved her. Even then, she says, it was 
that feeling in her of having lived before, 
of having brought away a consciousness 
of glory left behind on coming into this 
world, but never so dinmied with all she 
endured, that made a sort of radiance in 
her nothing earthly seemed to mar. 
Though the jealousy of hellish legions 
often tried to shake her faith. 
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June 7th. 

A second letter from R. They have 
left Varna, and are gone over into the 
Crimea. He is well, and hopes that I am 
the same. / am, wonderfully so. It 
often fills me with amazement, and also 
thankfulness, that whatever pain there is, 
at least it does not show. Power from on 
high seems given afresh every day to keep 
me going. The Matron here is very en- 
couraging. She says I am fitted for a 
sick room, and in time I might nurse quite 
well. If only I can be of use to R., should 
he want me some day, I shall be content. 

October 13th. 

We are all horrified at the news from 
the front. Our letters have spoken of 
the inade(}uacy of proper organisation, 
but to-da3^s Times puUishes a letter 
which fills us with a fever of impatience 
and despair. Our troops are neglected 
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when sick and dying and most in need of 
care and comfort, because, forsooth, the 
Hospital Staff is not only incompetent, 
but deficient of everything that is most 
wanted, decent nursing being apparently 
non-existent. I would that some of 
our women, myself included, could 
go! 

October 17th. 

Scarcely a moment to write, but this 
I must mention. We are making history 
here. Miss N. has offered to go out to 
Scutari and manage the military hospital 
there ! It is magnificent of her, and the 
very day she wrote proposing her services 
Mr. Herbert (Secretary of State for War) 
also wrote on behalf of the Government, 
begging her to do this, and giving her full 
authority for drawing requisites to make 
her mission a success. That we are ex- 
cited here need not be said. The one 
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thought with all of us is. Will any of us 
have the chance of going, and if so, 
who? 

October 30th. 

Well, they have gone, Miss Nightingale 
and thirty-four devoted women with her. 
How we all envy them, and wish our turn 
would come. I have got a sort of half 
promise that if more nurses are wanted 
later on I may have a chance. Oh, the 
horrors of war, and the almost worse hor- 
rors of woimds and sickness with absolute 
neglect and starvation in bitter, bitter cold, 
R.'s letters make me want to cry all day 
and all night, though he himself is spared 
and keeping well. But his accoimts of 
Alma are too awful. / do not cry, because 
I am training to possibly see what at 
present I only read about, and one must 
be unmoved, at least outwardly, if one is 
to be any help. 
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November loth. 

Mercy came to see me to-day. She is 
very anxious to help in her way, and is 
going to suggest in influential quarters 
that all the proceeds of one night's per- 
formances at every theatre shall be given 
to the Nursing Fimd. It will be a grand 
thing if it comes to pass, but as a fact 
money is not so much wanted as a com- 
petent management of it when there. 

November 20th. 

More nurses are wanted, to go out before 
Xmas. My name has been put down. 

November 22nd. 

It is settled that I go, thank God ! 
And possibly I shall see R. I heard from 
the Major asking if it were Ukely my wish 
would be fulfilled. He does not like the 
idea at all, and says it goes against the 
grain to think of any of us in a military 
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camp. I said he would change his mind 
if he came out and got woimded, and 
found decent women to nurse him, 

December 3rd. At Sea. 

Forty-seven of us sailed yesterday, of 
whom fifteen are R.C.'s. All very nice 
and agreeable with each other, and all 
secretly astounded at the outcry of so- 
called religious people against us and our 
work. That "ladies" have never done 
anything useful before seems to have 
established a law like that of the Medes 
and Persians, which altereth not ; and 
to some minds who stay at home and read 
with horror-Ufted hands of the awful 
suffering, we who go to wrestle with it are 
wanting in every grace that adorns the 
Christian spirit. I am not meek, I know, 
but which is nearer to the mind of Christ, 
what we do in the spirit in which we do it, 
or what they say of us in the spirit in which 
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they say it ? " Inasmuch " may possibly 
in its context be applied both ways. 

Scutari. January, 1855. 

Hard at work, and such work. No or- 
dinary hospital life in England gives an 
adequate idea of what has to be done and 
arranged and thought of out here. It is 
simply marvellous to see what one frail 
woman's mind can create, and that is as 
it was in the beginning — order out of 
chaos. How she is beloved, even wor- 
shipped ! Small wonder, when before 
her arrival it would have been subject for 
remark that anyone should leave hospital 
fit to return to his regiment, and now they 
are discharged for duty at the rate of two 
and three hundred a week. I have not 
seen or heard anything of R. yet. 

January 15th. 
A letter from R. He does not like my 

216 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Wife of Roger D'Aleeth. 

being here; thinks it unseemly. As a 
submissive wife I ought, I suppose, to go 
home, but I have written to him to con- 
gratulate him on being captain and to 
explain matters. Possibly Miss N. is 
going to send me up to Balaklava, where* 
they want more nurses ; but I do not 
push for anything, and mean just to obey 
orders, regardless of whether I meet R. 
or not. In old days I could never have 
gone against a wish of his; but he for- 
feited his right to dictate when God 

help us to come to a right understanding 
of each other some day. 

A Balaklava Hut. 

I am installed here to look after some 
convalescents. Very pleasant, and most 
interesting. Such gratitude shown by 
the men, who do all they possibly can, and 
often more than they ought for themselves, 
and each other, to save nurse trouble^ 

217 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Diary of Patience, 

They are such dears, some of them mere 
boj^, and one's heart aches for their 
mothers at home, who would doubtless 
love to come and help make them fit to 
fight again. I sketch them sometimes in 
pencil when off duty, and they do treasure 
these pictures, often posting them home 
that their sweethearts may see them, 
l>andages and all, or with an empty 
trouser- leg, or empty coat sleeve pinned 
up, forgetful in their interest in the sketch 
that the sight of it will bring tears to the 
eyes they love, and make the recipients 
realise more than ever how they at home 
are touched acutely by the horrors of war. 

February 20th. 

Too busy to write, but I must just set 
down this. Passing a window with 
another nurse to-day who was not en- 
gaged at the moment and therefore get- 
ting a breath of air, we stood watching 
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the unlading of more stores just arrived. 
'* That/' she said as I passed, indi- 
cating the officer in charge, " that is the 
best -looking man I have ever seen in 
my Ufe," " That,*' I exclaimed, scarlet 
with surprise, " is my husband." " Non- 
sense ! " she said. " You mean to say 
you possess a man Uke that all to yourself, 
and you have never said a word about 
him ? When did you see him last ? " I 
was hoping so much R. would look up, 
that I fear the arrowroot I was carrying 
caught a chill. I answered almost ab- 
sently, " Nearly a year ago.'* Then, as R. 
was so properly engrossed in his duty, I 
passed on with mine, leaving my colleague 
murmuring, "Nearly a year ago," as 
though it were matter for much surprise. 

March loth. 

Matron was busy to-day when the 
General sent up to speak with her. She 
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asked me to go down with a message, 
which I did, and with the General was — 
Roger ! They both saluted, and I tried 
to keep my attention fixed on the matter 
in hand, and my eyes on the General. 
But it was difficult — ^how difficult let those 
who doubt try, who loving one man in 
the world sees him suddenly within reach 
and yet tmable to speak with him. The 
business finished, the General was for 
riding off, and muttered as R. moved his 
horse round in front, " Deuced good- 
looking woman." Roger smiled, and 
leaning forward in his saddle said, *' Your 
leave, sir ; and I should Hke a few words 
with my wife." '* Your wife ! God bless 
my soul ! Of course, of course ; take 
all the luck that comes." Then R. dis- 
mounted, and we stood talking. There was 
not a room into which I could ask him, not 
a yard of ground but what was covered 
by eyes from the windows ; but we stood 
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together after a year's separation and 
more than a previous year's misery, and 
neither of us knew what to say to the 
other, for our hearts were full, and there 
was neither time nor place to empty them. 
He would have kissed me if he could, of 
that there was no doubt ; but of all the 
other thousand things I want to know I 
have to remain in ignorance. Love, real 
love, I am sure, doth not behave itself 
imseemly. 

March nth or 12th (?) 

I had a note from R. this morning. It 
makes me feel spring is coming again, 
some day; not yet, perhaps, but it will 
come, like the vision I am always seeing 
with the eye of faith, the vision of R. on 
his knees and the love of God in his heart. 
Will it ever be ? If so, I shall know what 
happiness means then, and that without 
a doubt. 
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Midnight. 

I have just looked at the ahnanac and 
read the text for to-day, " Though the 
vision tarry, wait for it, because it will 
surely come " (!) 

Apml 20th. 

Aunt Di has sent us out such a splendid 
collection of papers for the soldiers. If 
only people knew the pleasure the very 
cheapest give I am sure they would send 
them to us instead of lighting their fires 
with them at home. She put in a book 
for me by Thackeray, called Esmond^ 
which I have promised to read aloud to 
the three convalescent officers under my 
care. Sometimes I wish — is it horrid of 
me ? — that R. could get a little wound or 
a touch of fever, or something that would 
bring him here, and he would see how well 
I could look after him ; so many others 
come, and he never comes. Patience is a 
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virtue still rather remote, I fear, and front 
that last wish so apparently is gratitude. 

May 5th. 

Esmond is fascinating. I keep read-^ 
ing bits over again to m3^self, and last 
evening was it mere coincidence that 
quite unconsciously the most interesting 
bit of all was read in R.'s hearing, though 
unseen by me ? I had a lump in my 
throat with the vivid picture Thackeray^ 
draws of the lamp of love going out in 
a house, and the description of married life 
without it. I do not know how I read, ill 
or well. Every word touched a personal 
chord, and made it vibrate inwardly. 

When I laid the book down one of my 
audience looked at the other and said, 
" Who was that who came in just now 
and stood by the door ? '' The other 
said he did not know, and asked an 
orderly passing at the moment. " Captain 
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d'Aleeth, sir/* was the startling reply ; 

.and I, thrown off my guard, said, '' Who ? 

When ? Where ? " like a simpleton in her 

teens. My patients smiled, and said that 

just after I had begun Chapter XI. the 

door was pushed quietly open, and he, 

ymy husband, came in and stood there 

behind me for quite a few minutes, listen- 

ling apparently to the reading. Why did 

I not know ? This, the very thing I have 

longed for, had taken place, and I was 

Ignorant of it. Oh, Roger, Roger, how 

much did you hear ? What part was I 

-at when you first came ? Did you feel 

the author knew what he was writing 

about, and had you a lump in your throat 

that the truth of what he says should 

touch us so nearly ? I have read those 

few pages over till I know them almost by 

heart. I wonder so when you came. 

Was it at that bit about Strephon and 

'Chloe, or the next paragraph about the lies 

224 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Wife of Roger D'Aleeth. 

and hypocrisy, or the next again with the 
funeral of love and respect in it, and did 
you wait for the Malabar wives? How 
much did you hear, how much understand, 
and how did my face look and my voice 
sound? All this I can only conjecture. He 
has been, and I never knew it till he was 
gone ; and I am his wife — it is a little hard. 

June 20th. 

Miss Nightingale has been ill. We 
almost despaired, when she was moved to 
Scutari ; but now hope springs trium- 
phant. God could not let her die, I feel. 
The assault and repulse of the Redan took 
place two days ago, and Lord Raglan is 
dead. It is all awful, and in the midst 
of horrors I can still thank God, for Roger 
is safe. It seems to me wonderful. 

July 19th. 

I was called away just at that moment, 
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I remember, to see to fresh cases arriving,, 
and amongst them yomig TEstrange — 
one leg shattered, and I helped the doctor 
to dress it. This somids so bald and hard^ 
but we have no time to moan over private 
griefs. I hope he may recover ; but his 
career is over, and he is only twenty-two. 
My poor little sister ! 

August 5th. 

R. has been in several times with mes- 
sages and to see that poor boy. It goes 
to my heart that he should be so near and 
yet so far. He looks worn and grey, but 
is always smart and fine to behold. All 
the time I have been out here we have 
never had more than a five minutes' con- 
versation together, and even that seldom 
alone. But I think, I think 

September i8th. 
I have had fever. All my hair was cut 
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oflf. I must be a sight. They say I have 
no strength, and am not fit to nurse any 
more ; so I must go home. I should like 
to have stayed to the end, but it is not to 
be ; nor am I to have the joy of muring 
Roger, for he has nothing the matter with 
him, and does not want nursing, for 
which, of course, I am thankful and yet 
in a measure disappointed, but only be- 
cause I thought bodily sickness might 
heal his soul. I want so much to do 
something for him, and it seems I can 
never do an5rthing. 

In the Bay. 

Nearing home, and feeling better and 
stronger already. Edward TEstrange is 
on board, and we try to look after each 
other; but it is a dismal affair for us 
both, though we pretend it is a fine game. 
R. spent almost an hour with me before 
I left. He held me in his arms, and I 
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cried and cried, but I could not tell why. 
He looked at me as though he wanted to 
say something, and I longed for him to 
say it, but it was unsaid. We are miles 
apart. I might just as well not have 
gone to the Crimea, or so it seems. 

Home Again. 

All well here. Mamma quite strong, 
and Aunt Di just the same — ^white hair, 
pink cheeks, lavender gown, lace ruffles 
and muslin cap. Lou prettier than ever, 
and my brother grown a tall and hand- 
some man. I spend most of the day on 
the middle flight; and at times I shut 
my eyes and put back my head, and smell 
the old potpourri smell, and see ourselves 
as children, laughing with the freedom 
of escape from downstairs, and hear, 
above all things, that dear, familiar step 
on the wooden stairs, and feel — ever so 
young again and happy. 
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November 5th. 

Every chance of peace before long, and 
then R. will be home. Nothing else seems 
to matter, and I feel the world only keeps 
going till that event. I find Sir Roger and 
Lady d*Aleeth very altered, much older 
and quieter, less keen about everything, 
and merely anxious Maria should marry, 
which is not likely, and that Roger and I 
should have children, which is less likely ; so 
life seems a little hollow for them just now. 

Xmas Day, 1855. 

R. has had fever. I am tempted to 
wonder why, if he was to have it, could 
it not have been ordained that I should 
be there to nurse him ? However, he is 
coming home in charge of disabled men, 
and then surely all will be well. 

January loth, i856. 

He is here, looking so well after his 
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voyage, and his parents' happiness is 
pretty to see. We are — ^well, hardly 
friends exactly — more like cousins, I 
think ; people on dull and intimate terms 
which allow them to kiss in public, and 
call each other by their Christian names, 
but not to read their letters or interfere 
with their plans. I wonder, almost, if it 
was a dream that I ever married Roger, 
and think I shall ask Colonel Damley, 
whom I have not yet seen. 

February i«th. 

Edward TEstrange has been ill, and my 
little Louise tormented with grief, so I 
wrote to his mother, asking leave to call 
and see him on my sister's behalf. An 
invitation came back for us both to go 
and stay, as the boy is breaking his heart 
for her, or his leg — perhaps both. I 
could not bring myself to leave R. even 
for a few days ; but he begged me to go, 
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seemed really to wish it, and I am such 
a straw that I let any wind blow me east 
or west. Nothing seems to matter. 

March 2nd. 

But it does, it does, for all the seeming. 
Edward died three days later. That 
poor little girl, how she cried, and how 
bitter seems her grief to her. I cried too, 
but for a different reason ; it all seemed 
so holy and sweet, and simple and good. 
They had just loved each other dearly, 
and there had never been anyone else. 
Nothing had ever made them unhappy 
when they were together, no disap- 
pointments had dunmed the glory of 
life ; and yet Louise sobbed and sobbed, 
" I can't bear it, I can't bear it.'* I held 
her tight, poor child, and don't know 
what I said, except one thing. I remem- 
ber stroking her hair and saying ** Dar- 
ling, there are worse things than death, 
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believe me ; " and then we sat silent^ 
rocking a little unconsciously, and I 
thought of all I had been through, and 
all R. had been through — the agony, the 
torture, the bitterness of these last 
years — and Lou had been saved all this. 
Well, the back of each of us is supposed 
to be fitted to its burden. I wonder why 
mine should be considered so abnormally 
strong ? 

April 20th. 

I have got a studio, and paint really 
hard. My picture I began so long ago 
is finished. There is no devil in it ; it 
does not seem necessary. The man is 
his own devil, and the woman is his 
angel, and I think the devil is dying hard. 
Anyway, there is a feeling of hope, even* 
in the hopelessness of the bowed figure 
before the altar, and the shaft of light 
that almost touches him — ^you feel it will 
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in a few minutes if you watch long 
enough ; and then will he raise his face ? 
and will the woman see what she wants 
to see on it ? 

June 20th. 

One of my great griefs is this separa- 
tion from Mercy, that has come to be a, 
settled thing. When I remember the old 
days, and how we did everything together, 
it seems impossible such a gulf should 
divide us, if we both stretched hands 
across it, determined to reach each other. 
I have tried, but in vain. Her mode of 
life is different, and seems to put us out 
of touch. We seldom meet, and never, 
never write. Is she happy, I wonder ? 
Somehow, I cannot think it. 

Sunday, June 29th, 1856. 

Went to church, and had a remarkable 
sermon ; at least, it seemed remarkable 
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to me, in that every word fitted my pres- 
ent and future need, as though the man 
had been told I should be there, and must 
be comforted and helped. " He taketh 
away the first that He may estabUsh the 
second," was the text, and in some mys- 
terious way I saw, or rather felt, that 
what we most desire to gain, either for 
ourselves or for others, only comes 
through loss. I have wanted ever since 
^e married that we should have some- 
thing in our Uves I knew we were missing, 
and I thought and beUeved that happiness 
would give it us. I tried often and 
often to talk about it to R., but it was 
something he could not understand. He 
missed nothing, had everything he wan- 
ted, and wondered I was not content. 
Well, the sort of happiness we had then 
has gone, never, never to return ; but if 
it was done to estabhsh something far 
better and more worth having, something 
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that will make us one, not only here, but 
in the Kingdom of Heaven, then thank 
God for all that has happened is what 
I shall say to the day of my death and 
after. 

Editor's Note. — The following letter 
was found pinned at full length between 
the next pages. 

July 31st. 

" My dear Patience, — I have not 
written to you for many a long, long day. 
It is not because I am unmindful of you — 
very far from it — for you are in my 
thoughts, and always have been, day 
and night, year in, year out. I am going 
to tell you something, sister mine, that 
I never thought to tell anyone, never 
thought it possible I could be what I am 
going to tell you I am. You have thought 
of me, and looked on me, I know, very 
frequently, as a success, and have perhaps 
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envied me my light-hearted ways. Well^ 
there was no need to do this. I have 
not been a success ever — not as a daugh- 
ter, a sister, a friend, or in my own 
profession. Patty, it is not easy to say, 
even to you, that I now know myself to 
be A Failure. There it is, the plain, 
unvarnished truth, and I know it better 
than anyone else can know it. I tell you 
this because in old days you and I have 
been so much to each other, and you have 
often covered my misdeeds with a cloak 
of charity, little as I deserve it. .Well, 
now I am going to take a step in life for 
which I want your approval. It is not 
a sudden whim, but has been growing 
within me for some years. I am going 
to leave the stage and go into a convent, 
or rather a sisterhood, for Roger has 
saved me from turning R.C., as I thought 
of doing a while ago. Now this, Patty, 
is what I feel will surprise you, and 
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perhaps hurt you ; that Roger should 
have known and helped me when I 
have purposely kept aloof from you, 
and all I know you would have been 
ready and willmg to do. I have been 
dissatisfied with myself for a long time — 
before the war — and Roger, you know, 
was always fond of us both, and I got 
into the way of talking to him about my 
life, and all my affairs, and keeping up 
his interest in me. Remember, whatever 
blame there is — and even you must 
blame, almost angel though you are — 
the fault is mine, and mine alone. Roger 
is devoted to you, he loves you dearly, 
Patty ; and perhaps if I had had a 
husband I might have been a better 
woman — who knows ? I have got into 
one mess and muddle after another, and 
that I have ever got out of them, and 
have been able to turn my mind above 
those things we so glibly forswear in the 
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catechism, is due to one man — the only 
man, really, who has ever made me 
think. That man is Roger. Now, sister 
dear, no one can make another think to 
the degree that I have done without 
becoming thoughtful themselves, and you 
will find, if you have not done so already, 
that that boy for whom we both had so 
deep an admiration has grown to be a 
man very much more worth having,^ 
and more worth loving, than when he 
was that gay and dashing youth, full of 
dear, delightsome ways. The weight of 
my misdeeds has pressed upon him sorely,, 
and the fact that he did not share the 
knowledge of them with you, his wife 
and my twin, has not made the burden 
easier for him, more especially when he 
has felt that he alone has stood at times 
between me and — the devil only knows, 
I suppose, where I might have gone and 
ended. Anyway, I am going now into 
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a nunnery, not as an end or of necessity,. 
but of choice and for a time. I shall not 
be lonely or dull, for there is someone 
already there I am devoted to, and I 
know the sisters well. Of all my hosts 
of friends, Maria — and you know how I 
used to hate her — Maria stands to me- 
for utmost loyalty and faith. I can 
never tell you all she has been to me, 
and if you have the opportunity, do 
remember this and be nice to her, as you 
so well know how. Patience, will you 
forgive me ? And after this long and 
troubled silence, will you let this comfort 
you, that the man you love best in the 
world has helped the woman I think 
you love best, and in helping her in 
earthly ways, has perhaps unconsciously 
been helped himself in the ways of 
Heaven. I believe you will find this 
true, if not now, some day not very 
distant ; and then it rests with you — Patty 
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4ear, I know it — to make yotir married 

life far, far happier than it has ever been 

before, or than you have perhaps thought 

lately it could ever be again. 

" Good-bye, dear. Come and see me 

sometimes. I shall always be glad if 

you care. And when in church you pray 

for those who have gone out of the way, 

be glad in your heart that your Roger 

has helped somebody back, and has really 

turned darkness into light for your own 

sister 

*' MERCY." 
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August 2nd. 
Went to see her. 



Editor's Note. — This and the next 
few leaves are so blistered, it was evidently 
impossible to write on them. 
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September 7th. 

Bad news. Sir Roger is seriously ill^ 
we fear dying. R. and I came here 
yesterday, and two doctors are expected 
from London. My poor old boy, I think 
he feels it greatly ; and his mother is so 
pathetic and sweet. 

September 29th. 

All over, and Roger the Second is 
reigning here. I beUeve he will give up 
the service and devote himself to this 
place. Lady d'Aleeth insists on moving 
into the Dower House, though we have 
both begged her to remain on with us. 
Personally, as things are, I should prefer 
her company ; it makes it far easier for 
us in many ways. We two will find it 
desolate, I think. And how different it 
might have been, and might be yet„ 

if— if 
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October 17th. 

R. has persuaded his mother to stay 
on at present and look after things for 
him, which pleases her much, as she feels 
she is of use. He is going to put the 
small house in thorough order for her, 
and it will take some little time ; also he 
does not want to send in his papers just 
yet, so it suits them both. 

October 20th. 

I have at last seen Colonel Damley, 
so nice and kind. It was the greatest 
pleasure to talk with him, and he is an 
extraordinary yoxmg - looking man, so 
upright and soldierly. We did not refer 
to that journey from Windsor, but it 
could hardly help being in both our 
minds. 

October 30th. 

Colonel D. took me a long drive to-day, 
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and is going to town to-morrow, anyway, 
so will help me choose papers and carpets 
for Lady d'Aleeth. It is very good of 
him, as R. cannot go. 

November 2nd. 

We had a long day and got back very 
late, but not a bit tired. R. looked 
worried, and was not the least interested 
in what we had done, though we had 
taken a lot of trouble, especially over 
the oilcloth for the passage. I asked the 
Colonel to come in and have some supper, 
and R. would hardly speak ; afterwards, 
when he said good-night, he offered to 
go up again with me on Friday if R. 
could not get away. The master of the 
house was not at all gracious in his reply, 
and banged to the door with quite un- 
necessary force. Then, diary dear, he 
came back to me where I was standing 
by the fire, and he put his hands on my 
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shoulders and looked at me hard. '* Do 
you like going about with Damley ? " 
he asked. I said, *' Yes, very much, as 
it was dull alone." " Would you rather 
go with him than with me ? " " No," I 
said, " if you liked to come." He gnawed 
his moustache silently, then, "Would you 
like me to come ? " I nodded. *' Patty, do 
you mean it?" I nodded again. ''Friday," 
he said, " yes, I can manage that." 

November 4th. 

A very nice day. R. noticed my hat, 
and thought it most becoming. (I have 
only worn it constantly for about six 
weeks.) 

November 20th. 

The Dower House is nearly ready. It 
looks charming. R. and I go down to 
settle in his mother, and then turn our 
attention to the big place. 
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December 3rd. 

I went to see Mercy to-day, and heard 
her sing the anthem in the little chapel. 
It was too much for me. I don't think 
I had taken in what a change has come 
to her. She is quite, quite different, and 
her voice is beautiful. She sang ** Oh, 
for the wings" as though she meant 
every word of it, and her face — ^her face 
is really like my woman in the pictiu-e. 
I had never thought of Mercy when I 
painted it, but really she is lovely, with 
something gone and something come 
instead. O God, be good to her and 
help her. 

December 4th. 

Last evening after dinner I told R. 
where I had been and who I had seen, 
and about the anthem. We drifted into 
a long talk, and as we went on I felt R. 
and I were more in sympathy than we 

^ Digitized by Google 



Wife of Roger D'Aleeth. 

had been since — ^well — since soon after 
we married. When eleven o'clock struck 
I suggested going upstairs, but he took 
my hand and held it a long time in 
silence. Then he asked did I remember 
aU the things we had promised each 
other on our wedding day, and I said yes. 
He shook his head slowly. '* It is not 
possible," he said. " You cannot love 

me or respect me, or " His voice 

broke. I put my other hand on his. 
'* I do love you with all my heart, and I 
will cleave to you for better, for worse, 

till " I couldn't say any more. After 

a time he asked me what I knew. I said, 
so little that I did not want to know 
more. The only thing in the whole world 
I cared about had been told me, and 
I wanted nothing else. He said might 
he know what it was. I hesitated, as 
I did not feel sure Mercy would like me 
to tell him. Then I got up and fetched 
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her letter. I explained it was a very 
private one about her own troubles, 
but that he could read a bit at the 
end. His grasp on my hand tightened 
as he read. " She has helped me 
too/' he said, " but not as you would 
have done if I had let you in the 
beginning/' 

Dear Uttle book, I cannot write more. 
Whatever there has been between us 
two where others are concerned, I am 
entirely ignorant of both their names 
and their ways. The only thing I 
choose to remember is what Mercy 
tells me, that for her R. has done that 
which we beUeve shall save a man's 
soul alive. 

December 15th. 

We are in our own house at last, and 
getting ready to have our mutual rela- 
tions here next week. 
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Xmas Eve. 

Aunt Di, Louise, Colonel Damley,. 
Charlie Foley, and old Mr. Jarvin are 
with us. Maria is with her mother at 
the Dower House, and we both asked 
Mercy, but she would not come. I feel 
as nearly happy and content as probably 
I ever shall, unless a miracle happens. 
R. and I have much in common here, 
but he will never, never be that boy 
again, and at times I suppose I want 
him back — the same. 

Xmas Day. 

The miracle has happened. My vision 
was true, and has come to pass. Little 
book, once again, though in a different 
way — I am too happy to write. 

December 27th. 

All the tenants and the school-chil- 
dren came here to-day for their Xmas 
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dinner and a tree. It was so nice, and 
the best bit of all was a little speech of 
R/s at the end. Aunt Di thinks him 
better looking than ever, and likes the 
Avay he talks to his people and the 
interest he is taking in everything. I 
am so glad, for she has simply alwa)^ 
adored him, and adores him still. 

December 31st, 1856. 

Tiny note in my bedroom candlestick, 
handed me with a prodigious bow by 
Rc^er when I came up to dress for 
dinner : — 
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" Madam, — I crave permission to see 
this New Year in alone with you to-night. 
Will you do me this honour, and sup 
with me in the little hitherto xmused 
room that lies between your room and 
mine, meeting me not later than a quarter 
before twelve midnight ? If you will 
favour me at all, come in that old blue 
satin sacque, an* you have it still ; 
further, if you love me but the least bit 
in the world, let your hair be free of net 
and pins, simply tied, dear lady, with 
a ribband. 

*' Written with mine own hand at six 
of the clock as the old year dies. In 
five hours and three quarters / i>ray God 
you come, and find a new love in the New 
Year, with a new man, tho' called by 
the old name, 

" ROGER. 

" To the sweetest wife in the world.*' 
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The Grange, January ist, 1889. 

And now I come, with my fiery-red 
hair and fiery-red temper, my freckled 
chin, my tip-tilted nose and my blue- 
grey-green eyes, with their curling black 
lashes — yes — ^it does not sound quite 
true, but it is. I get the mixtxu-e, curi- 
ously enough, in bits from two grand- 
fathers, two grandmothers, several aunts 
and an uncle, and, of coxurse, my father 
and mother. It is not really pretty, 
too great a contrast, I think, from the 
red hair over a milk-white forehead to 
the dark, finely-marked brows. How- 
ever, there are that admire, and there 
are that refrain. For myself it is a face 
I like looking at when I get the chance ; 
it has certainly not got a pudding 
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look, and, I think, warns some off the 
grass. 

Well, my great-aunt Di has given me 
a diary, and suggests I should keep it 
now I am grown up. Dear lady, she is 
very remote in her ideas, and because 
I am one-and-twenty, she thinks I must 
be of an age to marry and settle down, 
and then write about it. She is not 
aware that we fin-de-siecle people do not 
open our puppy eyes ; do not grow to 
our legs, so to say, till the age of thirty. 
I have only just begun to realise that I 
am alive, and I want to lie still and take 
in the view, and clutch at the air for a 
bit ; then, when I have watched some 
^ther young things at their gambols, and 
seen where they prosper and fail, I may 
stand up and endeavour to run before I 
can walk. I understand that my mother 
.and the same great lady referred to have 
both kept records of their existence — I 
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can hardly say their " lives," as people 
who dwelt much before the seventies 
could hardly be said to live — and these 
records are clasped away in a leather 
case with a yawning vacumn, waiting for 
that happy day when I, in a third volmne, 
shall enrich the world with accounts of 
those brilliant deeds of which I nightly 
dream. 

I wonder what they could have said 
in their books ; nothing very interesting 
I should imagine, though Aunt Di has a 
naughty little twinkle in her eye when I 
talk to her sometimes about the fun I 
have, which seems as though she might 
understand a thing or two ; and mother, 
of course, has always been married to 
father, so what could she have to write 
about ? I know she went out to the 
Crimea, which in those days seemed a 
splendid thing to do ; but I expect their 
ideas of nursing were pretty poor com- 
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pared with what we could show now. 
Then her marriage was so dull, though 
dad, of course, is a fine old man, and 
must have been ripping when he was 
young ; but it was dull for them both 
because they were brought up dose to- 
gether, and were just like brothers and 
sisters ; so it was not any change for my 
poor mamma, but I don't suppose they 
minded. Time for hockey. 

February ist. 

I should think if I noted up this tract 
once a month that would be ' enough 
until such time as I commence to adven- 
ture in earnest. Nothing moving has 
happened yet, though Teddy Dunkeld 
sajrs I 'm the most moving thing he knows 
anywhere about in the world, and he has 
trotted round a bit, so speaks with a 
not unbecoming confidence. 

In thinking over my mother's past, I 
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forgot that she had a worry or two m 
the death of my eldest brother, who was 
bom about ten years after they were 
married, and also a baby sister, who 
would have been three years older than 
me if she had lived, which to their grief, 
and doubtless my comfort, she did not 
elect to do. These two facts, no doubt, 
loom largely in that other diary, surroun- 
ded with the sentiment that appertained 
in those days. I shall look some day, 
when I get the chance, and find the 
case unlocked. 

March 2nd. 

Quite thrown out this month by Febru- 
ary's shortcomings in more ways than 
one. 

April ist. 

Made a fool of Teddy without any 
strain on the intellect. 
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May Day. 

What can one say in a diary ? Either 
there is too much or too little. 

June ist. 

Having a gorgeous time in my first 
London season. Don't know why I 
wasn't let before ; suppose too young 
and simple, dear child. An3nvay, I am 
trying to make up, and all effort is good, 
I have read. 

July ist. 

This really is not a bad plan of Aimt 
Di's, it's like having a striking dock in 
your bedroom — useful at night but silly 
by day; so when my life is lived in 
sunshine I don't want to write about 
it, but when it's dark and dreary 
I long for the first of the month, 
like the new moon, to set things right 
again. 
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August ist. 

Home again, and feel just the same 
after experiencing a bit. I don't know 
whether the fruit is too ripe for me, or 
whether I am not ripe enough for the 
fruit. I like London, but I feel cleaner 
in the country. 

September ist. 

Went to Scotland last month and met 
a heap of nice people, all very gay and 
hard — hard faces, hard voices, hard 
manners, hard riders, hard shots, hard 
golfers, hard readers, hard livers, hard 
laughs, everything hard and bright. 
Possibly their hearts are diamonds of the 
first water. One of these gems sought 
me in honourable marriage, but I ex- 
plained to him that I was ower yoimg 
for that. Teddy seems extraordinarily 
soft by contrast ; I never noticed it 
before. 
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October ist. 

Marvellous punctuality ! Here I am 
again to write up nothing at all. Went 
out cubbing this morning, but broke no 
records. Feel bursting with a desire for 
fame, but find nought on which to expend 
it. Shall I write a play, and get it read 
and taken and acted by the best cast 
possible, and my name on every lip ? 
Shall I take up singing, and become a 
prima donna, and have people fighting 
for seats when they hear I'm on the 
programme ? Shall I study languages, 
become a great linguist, marry an am- 
bassador, and have a roaring time like 
Emma Hamilton ? Which shall I do of 
these things ? One has only to beUeve 
one can do them, and they are done ; 
but which shall it be ? 

November ist. 

I have told Aunt Di my ideas of the 
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future, and she agrees I am fitted physi- 
cally and mtellectually for a seat amongst 
the mighty, but whether I shall ever get 
there depends, so she says, on the price 
I am prepared to pay. She is a dear, 
clever old woman, and I would rather 
talk to her than to any of my acquaint- 
ance. I asked her if she had had my 
chances would she have paid the price ; 
and she smiled a smile of seeming remi- 
niscence, and nodded her sweet old head 
as though it were hung on a pin at her 
neck. 

December ist. 

Cutting from Ladies' Pictorial re 
Schreiner and Willoughby wedding: — 

" Among the bridesmaids the most 
noticeable for looks, beauty and carriage 
was, of course. Miss Dorothea d'Aleeth. 
It is a well-known fact that no society 
bride would deem her train complete 
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without that most popular tjrpe of Eng- 
Ush maidenhood to follow her to the 
altar. If we are not mistaken or unduly 
presxunptive, we should say it will not be 
long before her name is coupled with one 
of ancient lineage, a scion of a noble 
house, whose youthful ardour was ap- 
parent in his never-wandering attention 
to the brightest ornament of that bril- 
hant throng." 

This clap-trap was due to Teddy's 
brother, Lord Upcher, talking to me at 
the chxurch door, seeing me into the 
carriage, and driving back to tea with us 
after the show, as also did Teddy. What 
a thing to bring one's name into promi- 
nence ; and if it had been Teddy, no one 
would have mentioned it. 

January ist, 1890. 

New Year's Day. The usual proceed- 
ings took place last night. We jxunped 
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over twelve lighted candles without set- 
ting the house on fire, and we sang 
" Auld Lang Syne " and danced " Sir 
Roger de Coverley/' Teddy proposed to 
me in an interval, and I refused him out 
of kindness and for his own sake. This 
is an annual affair, and started when I 
was seventeen, as I had always heard 
that the women in our family began 
having " offers *' at an early age, and I 
was feeling keenly my failure in this 
respect, and of course told Teddy, who 
begged me to marry him without delay 
as far as he was concerned, but suggested 
indefinite patience in the matter as far as 
I was concerned. When I was eighteen, 
no one else having come forward, he 
proposed to me again, that on coming^ 
out I might have a perpetual conquest 
to flaunt if I felt so minded ! I saw my 
dad put a note into mother's hand when 
we went up to dress for dinner, and guess 
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it was to ask her to supper with hun in 
that tiresome httle room which has such 
an atmosphere of sacred memory about 
it. It is always the same thing every 
year, and has always been, so old Becky 
tells me, and she ought to know, having 
lived here ever since she floated out of 
the ark hand in hand with Mrs. Noah 
and her husband. " That was his sur- 
prise, my dear,'' she repeats each Xmas, 
as though I had never heard it before, 
'* that was his surprise for your dear 
mamma the first year they came. That 
little room had never been used, and 
he had it done up beautiful, just as 
you see it now. The Squire, he 
<:hose everything hisself — that beautiful 
flowered carpet, and the white paint for 
the walls, and all that lovely furniture 
^th the flowers and ribbons, and the 
blue satin hangings, and the Parrot china, 
and them popish jars you are all so fond 
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of — full of that musty smell — and then 
he brings in your great-aunt, The Honour- 
able Diana, to see it in the afternoon of 
New Year's Eve, and he asked her if it 
was just like the room on the middle 
flight. I can hear him saying that now, 
dearie, just as plain as plain. Was it 
just like the room on the middle flight ? 
And your great-aunt kept nodding her 
head as she went roimd, touching the 
things one after another, and smiling all 
the time. Then she goes right up to 
him, me standing in the doorway, curt- 
se3ang, as was proper in those days, and 
she says, ' It will make her cry, you must 
be prepared for that ; but you can soon 
make her smile again.' Then the Squire 
took her hand, you know his way with 
the ladies, my dear, and he kissed it 
twice, once on the back and once inside 
the palm " (Becky always gazed lovingly 
at the hollow of her own homy hand 

267 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

when reciting this thrilling incident), 
"and she said — ^your great-annt, I mean — 
she said, ' Lord, Roger, how you do 

remind me of ' And as you may 

have heard me tell before, my dear, that 
name is for ever a secret between them, 
for I sneezed in that moment of time, 
and was so flustered looking for my hand- 
kerchief, which was in my dress pocket, 
and not in my apron, as I thought, that 
the next thing was my orders, quick and 
sharp, to see that supper for two was 
laid by half -past eleven, and nothing 
forgotten, so that they could help them- 
selves, and no one need sit up." Becky's 
interest over this yearly feast never flags. 
Nothing I could do would ever rouse her 
admiration to the same extent ; and 
there is something imusual about it, I 
think. My parents have been married 
at least forty years or more, yet they 
keep alive a spirit of old-world romance 
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that must have something more for its 
foimdation than generally falls to the 
conmion lot. 

Easter Monday. 

Am having a lovely time, staying with 
Lady Upcher. Both the boys are home, 
and there 's a girl here trying to marry 
the two, I think ; also a widow, who sits 
in Lady U.'s pocket all day and talks 
about the temptations young men have 
to meet, and her anxiety always to help 
them when she can. We quite agree as 
to the readiness, but disagree as to the 
manner of " help,'* which our naughty 
minds think has a downward tendency. 

May 17th. 

London again, and whom should I 

meet last night at the Bethnels' ball but 

the Scotch jewel I was so uncivil to last 

year. He came up smiling and asked 
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for a waltz. Mother could not believe 
it was the man I had refused to many. 
She looked almost horrified when I gave 
him a third dance and introduced him 
to her at his own request. I think we 
do things better than in the old times, 
when a few loving words made it possible 
for people to be at dead cuts ever more. 
This "cairngorm" does not seem to re- 
member that passionate appeal for my 
hand and heart, and I don't want to 
remind him, as our steps are exactly 
suited, and he is quite good to look at, 
even in London. 

June 2nd. 

Went to the Academy again, and heard 
t)eople talking of mother's picture. It 
looks very well, but of course better in 
the studio at home, where the light is 
just right. I can't think why I did not 
inherit her talent. I have got an eye 
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for colour, but I lack the power of per- 
formance. However, as two of a trade 
seldom agree, perhaps it *s as well I 
should be otherwise endowed. 

June 21st. 

Had a family dinner last night, con- 
sisting of all the ancients : Dad and 
Mother, Aunt Di, Aimt Louise, Uncle 
George, Grannie, Sir Charles Foley, Aunt 
Maria, Lord Dicie, and my godfather^ 
General Damley, who, by the way, 
brought mother a gorgeous bouquet of 
roses. After he had gone, I sniffed injto 
the middle of it, and discovered a billet- 
doux tied to a forget-me-not! How I 
laughed ; and mother actually got a 
little pink, and looked at dad as though 
he might mind. Then I left to go and 
scream outside with Teddy. We both 
think I have got the most killing parents^ 
anybody ever had. 
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December 26th. 

Have had a very good year on the 
ivhole. My best friend now is the 
^* cairngorm." He really is a most de- 
cent sort of man ; nothing the least silly 
about him, and quite a sportsman. Teddy 
likes him awfully. 

March loth, 1891. 

Great excitement for us all. My best- 
beloved brother is coming home from 
India, and will be here the end of May. 
It will be nice to have him to go about 
ivith, especially if he is as good-looking 
as he used to be. Mother and dad are 
celebrating the news according to their 
lights — either walking arm in arm roimd 
the sun-dial talking, or else sitting in 
their holy of holies still talking. 

June 6th. 

We are having a splendid time. 
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'^ Ruffles" alias '^ Rufus/' alias Roger 
the younger, is the pivot on which we 
all turn ; nothing can be settled until 
that spoilt darling declares his views or 
his wishes, when we all bow before him, 
thankfully with one accord. 

June 30th. 

I have been sitting with Aunt Di, and 
discussing my future and her past. She 
is quite the loveliest old lady I have 
'ever seen anywhere. So upright and 
dignified, and wears such exquisite 
clothes — always the same — black satin 
pelisse, with large bonnet, out of doors, 
and pale grey gowns in the house, with 
beautiful lace caps and ruffles, with black 
velvet and diamond clasps. Her hands 
are so tmwrinkled, considering her age, 
which must be over eighty ; and the big 
ring she wears, and the string of pearls 
inside her collar, were given her by the 
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man she loved years ago, when they both 
were young. It does seem sad she never 
married. She would have been such a 
ripping wife. She never complains — ^never 
has, so they say, all her life — and to-day 
I asked her what was the secret of her 
content. She looked at me over her gold 
rims, and said, " I don't think I can tell 
even you." I said, " Grannie dear, do," 
and went and knelt on her footstool. 
" It may help me some day, you know, 
if things ever go crooked. I should like 
to end up as happy and sweet as you." 
She still smiled, and I played a tune on 
her knee, waiting for an answer; then 
I began to cross-examine, but did not 
get very far. " Do tell me something, 
grannie dear " — I always call her 
grannie when I want anything par- 
ticularly — " something that will help me 
to be as good as you." She winced at 
that, and then she said, " I paid my 
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price, dear child, and I had what I bar- 
gained for. But I don't advise you to 
do what I did.'' "What did you do, 
darling ? " I asked, half fearful she might 
resent the inquiry. She took her glasses 
off her nose, and laid them in her lap ; 
then she put both her hands on mine. 
" When I was very, very young, scarcely 
grown up, I wanted something so much 
that I did not care what happened so 
long as I got my wish ; and as there were 
hindrances all roimd me, I became reck- 
less, and one day I knelt down and told 
God Almighty about it, and said if He 
would grant me this one petition, and 
give me what I asked, I would never, 
never as long as I lived jM-ay for any- 
thing else, and would never complain 
even if things went wrong. Well, child, 
I got what I asked for— ever5rthing was 
given me without stint — ^and then — ^it was 
all taken from me." 
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" Grannie, it was too hard ! " 

" No," she said, " it was not really too 
hard in itself. I had made it harder than 
it need have been by cutting myself off 
from asking for help. I needed it so 
sorely, my dear, and I was very young, 
little more than a child." 

" Poor darling ! I wish I had been 
alive then. I would have helped you." 

" It was not human help I wanted ; I 
had that." 

" Did you really want something more ? 
Did you get religious ? " 

" I wanted to pray, and I felt I had 
not the right." 

" And have you never prayed ? " 

Aunt Di half shook her head. 

*' If I tell you my prayer, I tell you 
my secret," she said. 

" That, darUng, is what you are meant 
to tell me, you know, to help me when 
I am troubled." 
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My aunt said I was a minx, and would 
tell me nothing, so I went and com- 
plained to my mother. 

January 2nd, 1892. 

Still I am waiting for something to 
decide my fate. Surely I cannot be in- 
tended to waste my life in an ordinary, 
commonplace way — either by living at 
home, or by marrying a man like every- 
one else. I can sing and play, and talk 
French and German, and fence and ride 
and swim, and beat Teddy at tennis and 
Ruffles at croquet ; and I have got an 
air distinguished, and red, red hair ; I can 
never forget that, for in this year of grace 
it more or less lifts me above the ruck — 
just at first sight, I mean — afterwards the 
position is maintained by je ne sais quai. 

February 3rd. 

Lord Upcher proposed last week, and 
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I have decided to say " no." I do like 
him immensely, because he is Teddy's 
brother, and his mother is a dear ; but 
somehow I do not feel that is the end for 
which I was bom. 

March ist. 

Am going abroad with RuflSes; we 
both want to see things. Teddy wishes 
he could come too, but there is no money. 

Florence. 
Too lovely to describe. 

Rome. 

A feeling of insignificance and futility 
overwhelms us. The nineteenth century 
and all its works — ^just dust and ashes. 

Pompeii and back. 

Read Bulwer Lytton's book before 
coming here, and was thrilled. The place 
is too fascinating. I think I lived here 
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once with Marcus Aurelius, or somebody 
of that kind. It all feels so familiar, as 
though I belonged to it and knew just 
what to do ; and a sense of sadness per- 
vades my spirit as if, in coming back, I 
missed somebody. Wonder if it was 
Plato ! But perhaps he did not come, 
or else only drove me down for a week- 
end once in his chariot, when we must 
have had a gorgeous time, by the strength 
of my reminiscences after all these years. 

Naples. 

Met Algey Dicie here with a friend ; 
both delighted to tack on to us, and we 
are enjoying ourselves immensely ; fear 
we shall have to go home soon, and still 
my career is imdetermined, 

Paris, Monday. 

Met the " Cairngorm " last night at the 
"Voisin." He was dining with such a 
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pretty woman. Wonder who she is ! He 
did not introduce her, but she looked all 
right, and was beautifully dressed. He 
said he would come and call, but he has 
not been yet. 

Pams, Tuesday. 

Got such a shock. Came in late and 
found cards. The " Caimgorm's " and 
another — Mrs. Kerran-Grorham ! Fickle, 
faithless man. I felt he had married 
another while I was fooling with Teddy. 
A note was also on the table requesting 
RuflSes and me to dine with the lady 
and her stepson the following evening, 
and go to the opera ! Breath was re- 
stored to me. I knew his father had 
married again late in life, but I never knew 
how yoimg and pretty his widow was. 

May 30th, Thursday. 
We did enjoy ourselves last night- 
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Ruffles is fascinated with the lady, and! 
furious with me for having dared to 
wonder who she might be that first 
evening. Says he saw at once she was- 
" hall-marked/' all that way across the 
room. Wonderful what instinct men 
have at times. Anyway, I have never 
seen Ruffles nearly silly before. 

Home again. 

The parents are very pleased to see us 
back, but do not seem to have been un- 
happy during our stay. I have told 
them everything we have done and said, 
especially about the widow lady, of 
whom Ruffles does not speak, so that we 
are wondering what is passing in his mind. 

June 3rd, Brook Street. 

Not long had we to wait. On Stmday 
in the park Ruffles left me with haste, 
and dashed through rows of green chairs. 
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to bend over an exquisite Paris confec- 
tion I could barely see. He shortly re- 
turned and fussed to find mother, who 
having been discovered, was honoured 
for life by an introduction in the front 
row. The lady was invited back to 
lunch, after which I was on the point of 
being dragged off to a concert at the 
Queen's Hall, when visitors mercifully 
intervened, and Ruffles prevailed as sole 
escort. He did not return till dressing 
time, when he flew in, called me out of 
the room, hugged me to death, almost 
<iancing with excitement, and informed 
me it was all right — he had got her for life ! 

June 4th. 

It is very sad, but I do not seem to be 
lising to that pinnacle of fame which has 
always appeared to be my ultimate des- 
tiny. I am getting older, and less capable 
of settling on just one thing of which to 
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make a success, unless it is to sit as a 
model to a painter. After the way they 
sought my attention in Florence I think 
one might do less amusing things. 

June 6th. 

My new sister-in-law is enchanting — 
simply swept off her feet by Ruffles. He 
took her by storm, and began making 
silent love, so she says, that night at the 
'* Voisin," followed it up at the opera, 
went to see her next day — ^unbeknown to 
me — asked her to limch with him at the 
Carlton on Sunday, and was refused. 
This was the reason of his hurried search 
for mother, to put things right, and show 
the lady all possible poUteness and re- 
spect. * They are to be married before we 
all leave town. 

July 26th. 

The wedding was yesterday. Dear old 
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Ruflfles looked a man any woman might 
be proud to call her husband. I was 
bridesmaid for the seventh time in my 
life. Shall I ever be a bride, and whom 
shall I wed ? 

August ist. 

Lots of people sta5dng with us, and the 
bride and bridegroom expected to-mor- 
row. Hope then I shall hear something 
of the ** Cairngorm," who seems to have 
softly and silently vanished away. 

August 7th. 

Rose, or '* Mrs. Rufus " as she loves 
being called, is a dear. She is perfectly 
sweet to me, and so fond of her stepson, 
who is a year older than she is and devo- 
ted to her. I told her I did not think it 
proper when I saw her with him in Paris, 
and she laughed, and then got grave 
again. She does wish he would marry. 
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He has been a dreadful handful, and, she 
says, only wants to get into the right 
hands to be a very fine man. But he is 
difficult. Who isn't ? I told her Ruffles 
was a terror at times. 

August 9th. 

I asked Rose to-day if she thought the 
*' Cairngorm " would care to come and 
stay here. She said, " Yes *' — if we 
could find him — *' but he has gone off on 
one of his jaimts, when nobody knows 
where he is or what he is doing, or any- 
thing else about him, imtil he walks in 
one fine day as if he had returned from 
the park." Rather interesting, I think, 
only if he belonged to me I'm afraid I 
should spy ! 

August 20th. 

It 's fearfully nice seeing Rose and 
Ruffles together. I hope I should be as 
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happy if married. Rose says she heard 
all about me years and years ago; in 
fact, after that first visit of mine to 
Scotland she always hoped we should 
meet. She was quite sure she would 
Uke me, from her stepson's description. 

August 25th. 

Rose says her stepson has a very large 
heart, and would want a wife of enormous 
sympathies. She is really anxious about 
him because she has not had a word from 
him since the wedding, and thinks he may 
not turn up till Xmas. He evidently tells 
her most things, and I fancy she has 
pulled him out of a scrape before now. 

September loth. 

I have looked sorrow and death in the 
face — ^we all have — can we ever forget 

it ? Darling, darling Aunt Di 

Never to see her again, never to hear her 
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voice, never to get her sympathy with our 
horrid little troubles. To find her rooms 
empty, and to look up at the sky and 
wonder in vain what has become of her. 
She left us in her sleep, the best way of 
all. We said " Good-night *' to her, and 
the angels wished her " Good moming."^ 
Dear darling, we did love her and do. I 
do not see why we should stop just be- 
cause we cannot see her, when perhaps 
she is seeing us all the time. I know her 
secret now — ^it was inside her Bible, ad- 
dressed to me. Shall I ever feel equal to 
using it, and, if I do, will it bring me to 
that land of pure delight in which she 
dwelt amongst us ? 

*' Dear Lord — for all the world — ^in all 
things great and small — ^^but more espe- 
cially for those I love, my dear and 
blessed children, Thy will be done." 

Editor's Note. — The original is fast- 
ened on to this page with stamp paper. 
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Xmas, 1892. 

A very pleasing surprise came this 
morning in the shape of a letter from the 
" Cairngorm/* He wrote because he had 
heard from Rose of the death of Aunt 
Di. He knew how I should mind. Very, 
very nice of him. I wonder if he has 
ceased wandering, or prodigalling, or 
whatever he is doing. 

February 5th, 1893. 

Am sta5dng with Rose and Rufus. Their 
stepson has offered himself here to-morrow! 
They did not know till then which of the 
two hemispheres*he was now inhabiting. 

February 6th. 

He arrived at tea-time, and was really 
^amusing, and looking extremely well. I 
fancy husks must have agreed with him, 
-or else he has had daintier fare than they 
thought. 
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February 9th. 

Had a long walk and talk with him 
to-day while the others attended a show. 
He is going off again soon. He does not 
know where, and says it does not matter. 
There is not a soul to care. 

February 12th. 

Got so cold playing garden golf this 
evening, we stepped through the wood to 
catch the sun on the common. He told 
me again he shouki start on his travels 
directly — perhaps next week. I said why 
so soon, as I hoped he would come and 
stay with us later on if we had anything 
interesting. He thanked me, but said 
there. was nothing to keep him in Eng- 
land. He might just as well go— to the 
devil. 

I said, " Why the devU ? '' 

He said, "The only person who ever 
seems to want me." 
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I said, " Rose wants you/' 

He said, " No— not now — she used to." 

Ah, poor dear — I understood then! 
He was jealous, without knowing it, of 
Ruflfles. A man does get so hung up if 
he hasn't got the entire attention of some 
woman he is fond of. 

I thought of heaps of things to say, but 
nothing really suitable. So he went on — 

" You see, it is not as if I had a chance 
of marrying — I haven't any." 

'' Oh ! " 

" My wife won't have anything to say 
to me — I mean the woman I want for 
my wife — I always speak of her like that 
to myself." 

" Oh ! " 

" She told me she could not think of 
it when I asked her." 

*' You might ask somebody else." 

'' I might, but I shan't." 

" Rather sulk all your Ufe ? " 
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'* I suppose so. I have never thought 
of anybody else." 

'' Ahem ! " 

** Not in that way, I mean.*' 

" Never asked more than one person 
to marry you ? '' 

*' Never ! Don't believe it 's allowed.*' 

I turned roimd and looked at him. 

'' Honest Injun ? " 

^'.Honest Injun ! " 

** But — ^it was so long ago ! " 

*' Doesn't matter. She knew what she 
was saying." 

'' Perhaps she " 

*' Did you ever meet my wife ? " 

*' Yes, I did not know her so well at 
that time as I do now. She's really 
very much changed." 

'* Has she, in what way ? " 

" For the better— decidedly/' 

" Impossible ! " 

" She 's much wiser." 
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'' Oh, pity ! Should not like her half 
so well." 

*' She is much more worth having — I 
mean if anybody could get her." 

"H'm! Difficult?" 

" Very, and high-sky particular ! " 

" Sounds interesting. Does she ever 
think of her husband ? " 

'* She — she has never recognised him." 

** Doesn't she know him ? " 

'' Only— barely— by sight." 

'* How much does she want to know 
him?" 

" By heart ! " 

" If my wife cared — ^if anybody really 
cared — I should not go. As it is " 

" I care ! " 

" Then I shan't go," said Rose's step- 
son. " I 'm glad it 's settled — I never 
wanted to." 

The sun had set, but we got very warm 
walking home. 
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February 14th. 

So this is to be the end for which I was 
bom. All those marvellous and heroic 
deeds of which I have dreamt by night q' i^ ii/<,t£ri 
and by day all resolve themselves into amA ^ 
this — I^ am just to h ;eep a^m an from V Y^ UUtfi 
going to the devil , _ iiX CLI Uq 

fc 

March loth. • ^' 

Getting my trousseau, and enjoying 
my last spinster days enormously. 

May 20th. 

This day month, bar accidents and 
weather permitting, I shall be the wedded 
wife of Angus Macdonald Kerran-Gorham, 
to the infinite satisfaction of all parties 
concerned, more especially my father, my 
mother, his stepmother, my brother, my 
Atmt Louise, his first cousin, who's 
next heir .to the throne, himself and 
myself. 
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June 2nd. 

I quite forgot Mr. Edward Dunkeld. 
He is going to forbid the banns. We are 
trying to think which would be the most 
effective moment, and the best^position 
for me to take up. Have decided to lay 
my head on the bishop's neck. 

June i8th. 

Mac is in tearing spirits; sojam I. 
Ever3^thing is quite delightful. 

June 19th. 

I have been having a nice talk with 
dad. We sat on a bench in the garden, 
and gave each other the benefit of our 
minds. Dad was very dear and sweet. 
Said he should miss me a good deal, and 
hoped I should prove as good a wife as I 
had been daughter. I felt rather touched, 
for at times I fear I might have done 
better^ He then gave me the nearest 
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approach to a lecture he has ever attamed 
in his life, and we rather fell out in our 
views. He thought married life was very 
difl&cult anyway, and often made more 
diflftcult than needs be by the woman's 
inconvenient habit of asking questions. 
I said Angus and I had thrashed this sub- 
ject out thoroughly. We both agreed 
that what was right for the one was right 
for the other, and what was wrong for one . 
was equally wrong for the other. That 
as long as Angus was a good husband I 
intended to be a good wife, but if 

Dad said, '* Two wrongs will never 
make a right, little girl." 

I said, " No, that was true," but if 
Angus married me knowing that in this 
matter I approved of the Mosaic law — 
eye for eye, &c. — he knew what to expect, 
and was not being taken in by any surface 
sentiment or mawkish modesty, as is 
sometimes the case in these days. 
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Dad scrawled on the gravel with his 
stick. Then he said quietly, " Do you 
call your mother and me a good example 
of wedded Ufe ? " 

I was awfully taken aback, for I had 
never thought of discussing personalities 
with dad. However, I said honestly, 
''Yes; the best I know.'' 

The dear old man turned round, leaning 
on his stick, and looked at me a minute. 
Then he knocked a pebble out of its 
place, and rested his chin on the top of 
his hands. 

'* If your mother had acted in her day 
as you mean to act in yours, you and I 
would never have been sitting here." 

'* You see, dad, mother and I are such 
totally different people. You can't really 
compare us. She is a type of her genera- 
tion ; I am a type of mine. You natur- 
ally admire mother's methods as much as 
Angus admires mine. I don't see why 
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you should think I would fail more than 
mother did." 

'' Your mother never failed. It 's be- 
cause she made such a success of what 
might have been such a failure that I give 
you a hint to go upon ; but you needn't 
take it unless you like. No doubt our 
ways seem old-fashioned to you." 

I put my hand through the rough grey 
sleeve. 

" Don't be huffy, dear," I said. '' You 
and mother are simply perfect together, 
and if Angus and I end up an5rthing like 
as comfortable it will be more than we 
really deserve. We are made of such 
different stuff, you see.'' 

''Flesh and spirit," he said, '' Uttle 
girl, flesh and spirit ; the same for all. 
Sometimes one prevails, sometimes the 
other, but if the woman is wise " 

" As mother was ! " 

He nodded. 
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" If the woman is wise as your mother, 
then all is well at the last." 

" Of course, dad," I said, '* yowc ex- 
perience was limited — to mother, I mean. 
You couldn't — ^you hadn't the same 
chances of getting about and seeing life 
as Angus has had." 

*' If Angus has got about more than I 
did, you had better remember my advice, 
miss. I only say that if you make a better 
wife for your husband than mine has made 
for me, then I think the ' Cairngorm,' as 
you call him, will have such a brilliant 
setting as will dazzle us all to behold." 

" Thank you, dear," I said. " We have 
agreed to have no secrets from each other, 
and we are going to hold a confessional 
whenever we feel inclined. Sometimes 
he will be the priest, and sometimes L 
Won't you wish us success ? " 

Dad said aloud, ** God bless you ! " and 
something to himself I did not hear. 
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October 5th. 

Settled — ^if you can ever call it settled 
when you have a husband buzzing round 
after you every minute of the day, and 
you dodge from spot to spot trying to get 
a quiet time to yourself. However, I 
suppose he will settle in due course, and 
then I shall clap a wine-glass over him. 

December 29th. 

We joined our common family for 
Xmas. Rose was awfully pleased with 
Mac. I am glad we all gee so well. Dad 
and mother were as young as ever. 

February 2nd, 1894. 

Mac is a flirt. I have always enjoyed 
the monopoly of this pastime hitherto ; 
but we can't both play the same game, or 
who would look after which ? So I have 
set my face towards success in this difficult 
double existence, and if I can make it 
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smooth sailing I will ; but I see breakers 
ahead, and nasty little jagged rocks on 
which we might go to pieces if the lamp 
in the lighthouse isn't Ut and trimmed 
and kept always burning. 

April loth. 

Angus Macdonald and I fell out yester- 
day, but we kissed again with tears. I 
don't want to encovu-age this sort of thing. 
But one of us was really very exasperating 
to the other. I can't for the Ufe of me 
make out which. 

June 20th. 

We are enjo3dng ovu* wedding day with 
the wedding day of the parents. They 
have been married forty-six years ; we 
have been married one. I cannot look at 
them without wondering what has hap- 
pened to them in all that time. It is 
impossible they can have gone on a dead 
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level of happiness with never a "rift in the 
lute/' that for a while at any rate " makes 
the singer mute." I should like to ask. 
my mother, but doubt if she would tell. 

June 23rd. 

I did ask, and they did have a rift — 
long, long ago. I don't know what about^ 
but she said the music had been much 
sweeter since, which seems to me contrary 
to all the laws which govern lutes. How- 
ever 

August i6th. 

Stajdng at Drinconan. Mac is a very 
good shot, but — one of us has got to give 
in. We can't both have oiu: own way 
when it 's not the same way. I don't see 
who it is to be, and I have explained till 
I 'm giddy that I have just as much right 
to think Teddy worth sitting out for an 
hour with in the conservatory as he has 
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to stand out in the moonlight with 
Blanche Dicie. He canH see it ! And 
men are supposed to be clever ! Where 's 
the difference that is worth mentioning ? 

August 20th. 

I 'm getting awfully fond of '* Mac 
Angus.'* 

August 22nd. 

So 's that silly B. D. She is an ass to 
suppose she can fool 

August 24th. 

Well, ass or not, she supposed quite 
right, and Mac is a fool. I haven't said 
a word, but Edward Dimkeld is treading 
on air, and very rarefied at that. 

September ist. 

Mac has not been so self-denying, and 
I have had to listen to a few trite obser- 

302 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Diary of Dorothea. 

vations with which I did not in the least 
agree. Mac thinks B. D. quite wwattrac- 
tive ! 

November 5th. 

Went to call on some new people to-day. 
Only a mile off, so hope they will be nice. 
Swiddon by name Never heard it before. 

January 13th, 1895. 

Mac has been sitting with Mrs. Swiddon 
again. He thinks her husband a coarse, 
imsympathetic brute, who resents carry- 
ing the poor little woman once downstairs 
and once up in the day. I asked him how 
often he would like canying me if I were 
ill, and he did laugh. So did I, but it 
would be on the wrong side of my mouth, 
I expect, if he ever tried. 

January 29th. 

I have been talking with the Major. 
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He says it 's most awfully difficult for him 
to know what to do. The doctors tell 
him his wife is hysterical, and can walk 
quite well if she chooses ; but it *s a 
disease of the mind with her, not of the 
legs, that she can't get upstairs by herself. 
I 'm dreadfully sorry for him, as he is very 
fond of her, and hates to seem unsjmi- 
pathetic. 

February 3rd. 

I am not at all happy about Mac. He 
slipped off home to-day after we killed 
oiu: first fox, and when I got back I found 
he had changed and gone out at once. 
He came in very late to dress for dinner, 
and said he had " been to the post office to 
buy some stamps ! " I said was that 
before or after he had seen Mrs. Swiddon ? 
And he did not seem a bit proud of my 
instinct. 

I thought in silence till ten o'clock, 
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Then I rose to go to bed, and clumsily fell 
over a footstool, and vowed I was in 
agonies. He helped me up, and I limped 
on his arm to the stairs. There I sat 
down on the bottom stair and writhed with 
pain. I could not stand or walk ; I 
must be carried. Not an easy thing to 
lift anyone from quite so near the floor ; 
still it had to be done, and he did it — not 
very gracefully or very graciously, I felt. 
However, I was profuse with my thanks 
and my apologies and my hopes that a 
cold-water compress might put me all 
right in the morning- 

N.B. — I weigh 8st. I2lb. dressed. 

February 5th. 

Mrs. Swiddon weighs gst. lolb. un- 
dressed. 

February 7th. 

The Major and I have a great deal to 



305 
20 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

say to each other. Teddy is furious, so 
I shall have to take him into the plot. 
Mac and Mrs. S. are almost inseparable, 
and gaze into each other's eyes as though 
there were nothing else to gaze at. I am 
working out a homeopathic cure for them 
both. 

February loth. 

I told Mac to-day how I had been 
sitting with his *' little friend," and how 
grieved I was at her illness, and how her 
husband acted as he did because he was 
really under the impression she was 
shamming. Mac burst forth his sentiments 
from a full and manly heart, and I sjmi- 
pathised with every word he uttCTed. 
Then I offered to have the " poor little 
thing " here to stay, and he and I would 
see what we could do to cheer her up, and 
make life more bearable for her. Mac 
looked at me with his blue eyes so wide 
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open I could hardly keep my face. " I 
really mean it, old boy/' I said ; " I 
should like to have her here. It could 
not be any duller for her than at home, 
as the Major is out nearly all day long." 
Mac got up and came round and kissed 
the top of my hair. *' I always knew 
you were the best woman in the world," 
he said, '* but I did not know you would 
ever be so kind as that." " Have you 
been wanting this, and did not Uke to ask 
me ? " I suggested in a soft voice. He 
nodded, with a scarcely-hid grin. " Dear 
old man," I said, " if you are good enough 
to do the canying, we will have her here 
to-morrow, and her maid too. But I 
think the Major had better stay where he 
is; don't you ? " 

February 12th. 

Mrs. S. came yesterday, overjoyed at 
the change, and overpowered at my good- 
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ness. The doctor also came, and thinks 
it may really be the means of setting her 
right. He told me if it were possible to 
move her from one room to another pretty 
often in the same day it would be all the 
better, as constant change of air and 
scene was most beneficial. I told Mac, 
who carried her downstairs to the morn- 
ing-room at twelve o'clock, and after 
Imich she suggested lying down till three 
o'clock in her room. So he then carried 
her up, and precisely at that hour I went 
to investigate " the poor mite," and found 
her prinking with a puff before her looking- 
glass, evidently making for conquest. I 
said how dainty she looked, and I wished 
she could come out with us, it seemed so 
dull, etc., etc. She sighed and wished so 
too, and asked what we were going to do. 
I said play golf with her husband, but that 
Mac would, of course, move her into 
another room if she liked first. Then I 
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explained that her room was over the 
smoking-room, so that all she had to do 
at any time was just to knock on the floor 
with her shoe or a brush, and he would 
always hear, and be able to nip up in a 
moment. 

She was like a child, so deUghted with 
this idea, and wanted to prove my words 
at once. Mac, I knew, was enjoying 
forty winks after a good cigar, so I let her 
tap, and it had no eifect. Then I tapped 
— still no result. Then she banged, and 
he called up at the window to know what 
was the matter. I helped her limp across^ 
looking sweet, and she explained, if it were 
not asking too much, she would so like^ 
etc., etc. Just when he had laid her ten- 
derly down in the drawing-room, I men- 
tioned it was time for golf, and we ought 
to start. Major Swiddon's wife looked at 
her hostess's husband, and said, " Are you 
going ? *' in a tone that — ^well — Mac, rather 

309 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

weak about the knees, said he thought 
perhaps it was a little late to start. So 
I went off. We returned at five, to find 
my lady had been carried into the smoking- 
room for tea. At a quarter to seven, just 
after her husband had gone, she begged 
to be carried to her room, and at just five 
minutes to eight she tapped on the floor 
to be carried down. Mac pretended not 
to hear. I went on reading the evening 
paper. Shoe was exchanged for, I think, 
the poker up above, but I took no notice, 
and went into the drawing-room to await 
the advent of my guest. She was borne 
straight to the dining-room, and from 
thence, an hour later, to the hall, where 
the Major joined us for bridge, and con- 
gratulated his wife on her good looks and 
spirits. He offered — I must say that for 
him — he offered to share the burden and 
heat of the next move ; but his offer was 
declined firmly and sweetly by the invalid. 
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who turned languishing eyes on Mac, 
murmuring in his direction, *' You do it 
so much more easily. I feel safer with 
you. Is it not funny ? *' 

February 13th. 
It will be kill or cure. 

February 14th. 

Cure beginning to tell. Mac had a 
bit of a liver yesterday, and Mrs. S. was 
rather more sprightly than usual. I en- 
couraged her to ** tap '' as often as she felt 
inclined. The Major and I went hunting. 

February 20th. 

Teddy is a dreadful mischief-maker. He 
has actually hinted to Mac that the Major 
and I see a good deal of each other I 

February 25th. 
Major and Mrs. Swiddon had a con- 
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versation with the door open to-day. I 
was in the hall, and told them to be 
careful as I could hear every word. 

Mrs. S. asked him what he had been 
doing, and he said " cleaning a lot of 
old prints in his den." She said, " How 
clever of you. Did you know how to do 
them properly ? " He said, " No, but 
Mrs. Gorham does, and she showed me." 
I could not see, but I know by instinct 
that Mrs. S. " sat up " at this. " How 
did she show you, and where ? " *' At 
home. She very kindly came roimd 
yesterday afternoon and helped me to 
do the lot." 

Mrs. S. : "I thought she was playing 
golf. I am sure her husband thought so." 

Major : " Yes, we meant to, but we 
got interested in the pictures, and sat in 
all the time." 

Mrs. S. : " What are you going to do 
now ? " 
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Some slight anxiety discernible as 
wheels are heard in the drive. 

" Going off to see Peters about a dog.'^ 

Enter Mac, looking shrivelled, and 
cursing the east wind, which always 
plays havoc with him, poor dear. We^ 
both join our guests. The Major asks 
me to come and look at his dog, if it 's 
not too cold for me. I assert my healthi- 
ness, and agree to a fur coat and his cart. 
Mac and Mrs. S. both demur, but the 
Major and I look at each other as nearly 
as possible like we have seen the others do, 
and depart as though in haste to be alone^ 

Then, once outside the gate, we 
thoroughly enjoyed the situation, and 
simultaneously said — 

'' Poor Mac ! Poor Bess ! " 

February 26th. 

Mrs. S. finds she can walk a little, and 
talks of going home next week. 
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February 27th. 

I spent some hours this morning 
" gardening " with the Major, and 
brought him back very late to lunch, 
both telling Mrs. S. what a splendid work 
we had done. I said if Mac could help 
in the afternoon, we might be able to 
finish. Mac jumped at the suggestion. 
We had tea at the Major's to save time, 
and then sent Mac home to explain that 
we might be detained, but hoped not to 
be late for dinner. We were — quite late 
and flushed with success, and Mrs. S. 
found she could walk from the drawing- 
room perfectly well — no pain at all. 
Wonderful ! Mac congratulated her on 
only wanting an arm ; but her husband 
and I begged her not to be imprudent, 
and advised her not to try the stairs. 

March 2nd. 

Mrs. S. went home yesterday. I was 
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so sorry to part with her. I told her her 
visit had done us both a lot of good. I 
felt we had been getting into a groove, 
and she had quite helped us out of it. 
As for Mac, I said she could believe me 
or not, but it was no humbug to say that 
he was a different man since she came. 
I thought Uving with such a thoroughly 
healthy person as I am had no doubt a 
hardening effect on him, and it was 
delightful to me to see his softer side 
drawn out to the front, and to find him 
roused out of himself by another's suffer- 
ings, and to watch him being made really 
useful and helpful : in fact, far from thank- 
ing us for any kindness, it was we who 
owed her a debt of gratitude, etc., etc.. 
etc., " and more, and more, and more ! " 

March 3rd. 

And every word I said was perfectly 
and absolutely true. Mac is quite 
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different, and so thankful I can do things 
for mjrself ; and the Major is having a 
second honeymoon. Mrs. S. finds him 
positively interesting — so did I. Can it 
be the cause and the effect are one ? 

October 5th. 

There is no doubt about it — the people 
you have been brought up with do imder- 
stand you better, though they may, strictly 
speaking, love you less than another who is 
all the world to you. Ruffles has been 
speaking the brutal truth to me, and I 
don't feel the least inclined to take offence. 
He says I expect too much of Mac. No 
doubt I do. Iwishhewere broader minded^ 
and not so bigoted about many things — 
especially French. I wonder what 

, Jan. 2nd, 1896. 

Nothing I can do is right. What has 
happened ? 
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March 5th. 

Angus has seen a doctor, who is giving 
him things, and says if he does not cure 
soon he will have to go off on a long sea 
voyage. Tiresome, as I don't want to go 
away from home. 

September 15th. 

Doctor says Mac must go and see 
Browne - Jones, though it 's nothing 
serious. 

September i6th. 

B.-J. out of town, won't be back till 
October. Wonder what he will say, and 
where he will send us. 

October loth. 

Mac is to go off by himself. Beast of 
a doctor. Never seen me, but judges me, 
I suppose, by his own Frau. 
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October 20th. 

I have been thinking over the verdict,, 
and the more I think the less I like it- 
One of those things that 's 

"All very well for Abraham, 
But not so jolly for Mary Ann." 

Six months is a long time to lose sight of 
a husband, especially when he is not 
quite the thing, even if it is good for his 
health. Where do I come in ? 

October 22nd. 

I am not very well either, worried, I 
think, about Angus. Have seen old 
Pillesdon, and he advises a complete 
change for me ! Not a rest cure, thank 
goodness, save incidentally from every- 
thing that *s tiresome and annoying, 
" Go and have a lark with your husband 
somewhere — Riviera, Monte Carlo, or a 
long sea voyage to the Tropics and back. 
Be free as air for a time, and have a 
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second honeymoon." I explained that 
A. had taken his advice, and gone to see 
Browne-Jones in Harley Street, who had 
ordered him complete freedom from worry 
and absence from home for six months 
or longer, so it seemed to me the only 
thing to do was for each to start roimd 
the world different ways and meet on the 
other side. He said, " Not at all a bad 
plan, and have no explanations when you 
meet." I asked him what he meant, and 
he only laughed. I think he is rather a 
naughty old man. 

October 23rd. 

I told Ruffles this morning that it 
was settled A. was to go for a cruise in a 
P. and O., and that I was to amuse 
myself as best I could in his absence, 
and on no accoimt be depressed. He 
did not seem equal to suggesting any- 
thing except my return to the parental 
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Toof . Then we met Teddy, and he was 
much more forthcoming. Had many 
plans to imfold, from a gay little jamit to 
Paris to a real experience of life in a 
^' settlement," or a trip to America and 
back, or two single tickets to New Zealand, 
ivhere he assured me the air was very 
salubrious, and he often pined to enjoy it 
in the present company ! I told him I was 
really quite well, only horribly, horribly 
dull. I simply wanted some fun to put me 
<iuite right, and if only Angus would black 
his face and play the part of Othello, or 
something silly to amuse me, I should be 
as young as ever. Teddy said he could 
play-act better than Angus, and be much 
funnier as Othello. I believe him, and 
admitted I had come to such a pass that 
it was quite an excitement for me to have 
a talk with him nowadays. He said it 
had always been his greatest pleasure in 
life, and I felt it best to chip in 
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quickly, so said, '* Aren't you rather 
sorry for me ? '' He was very brusque, 
and said, '* No ; your ' mother wit ' 
always comes to your rescue. It's poor 
devils like me that go about seeking 
comfort and finding none." Sometimes 
I wish I weren't so fond of Angus. It 's 
a bad thing for a woman to care so wholly 
and solely for one man ; it makes her 
lose her sense of proportion. 

October 24th. 

This will never do. A letter from T., 
which I have put in the fire. I can't 
make him understand that it 's because 
I 'm so happily married I 'm so miserable. 
If only A. were his old self, contented and 
pleased, and had not dropped all the nice 
little ways he used to have, I should be 
my old self in a minute. But it is difl&cult 
to keep up an idolising habit with an idol 
that does not hear what you say, or yawns 
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while you say it, resents every plan you 
suggest, is annoyed at the sight of you 
busy, and irritated if you fold your hands. 
It 's all part of the complaint, I know, 
and if I did not care so much and take it 
all to heart, it would be a " d— — d sight 
better." I shall not stay here after this 
letter — must put a little time and space 
between myself and T. There are some 
things in this world would be very nice to 
do, if only they were not wrong. I don't 
want to get old and dull just yet. I want 
to enjoy myself and have some fun. A 
Uttle visit to Paris or an5rwhere would set 
me up for years, if it could be accom- 
plished without a pain in the conscience, 
and with a congenial spirit. Angus, as 
he used to be, would be perfect, or even 
if he could *' pretend," as I could, we 
might have a ripping time on his cruise 
together ; but men can't " pretend " 
any more than they can deceive as 
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woman can. Perchance it 's as well on 
the whole ; we must have some shield 
against all their weapons. 

October 27th. 

I " pretended " last night to be the 
Queen of Sheba, and walked into A.'s 
room clad in gorgeous apparel, waving 
two peacock firescreens. I looked and 
felt dreadfully funny, and could hardly 
walk for laughing inside. I thought it 
would be so good to see him really mirth- 
ful for once, as I prostrated in Eastern 
fashion before him. He was sitting on a 
cane chair doing nothing ; and I knelt on 
and on with my head on his toes, expect- 
ing every moment some sign of approval 
to raise my shaking form to his majesty's 
side. I could not stay there the night, 
so ventured bravely, " O king, live for 
ever ! " No sound. I feared the sight 
of so much beauty must have stunned 

323 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

him, and sat back on my heels. " What 
tomfoolery is this ? " he said. " Get up, 
for goodness sake ! '* I got up and 
waved the peacock fans in his face, telling 
him what I thought of him, his beauty, 
his wealth, his power, and his wisdom. 
He sat Uke an image, and asked if I had 
lost my wits ; so that sadly, Uke my 
prototype of old, with no more spirit in 
me, I departed. Solomon, like Othello, 
was non-existent. 

October 29th. 

Like a flash, in the dead of night, it 
came to me. I want a lark ; I want a 
change. I want to indulge my love of 
acting or " pretending." I want to be 
happy and have a good time, and yet 
hurt nobody by word or deed. I also 
want Angus to shake off this mask of 
indifference to most things, and me 
especially. I want to attract him again 
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as I used to, and I want to enlarge his 
mind and make him less insular. Above 
all things, I want to save him and myself 
from making a great mistake ; and it 
might be so easily done. He away on his 
own account, and I away on mine. The 
solution of all these obstacles to the 
climax desired was revealed to me by the 
light of the moon at two a.m. in the morn- 
ing, and so fascinating was the revelation, 
that I stayed awake in a fever of plans 
and preparation till six, when I slept like 
an infant of three. 

October 30th. 

Answered an advertisement I saw in 
Morning Post, and went up to town to 
have my hair '* washed." Did some 
shopping ; all very interesting. Met 
Teddy, quite undefeated, who gave me 
lunch at the "Cavalry." Insisted on 
knowing my plans ; so told him the 
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doctor's advice of a sea voyage for me, 
too, with a congenial companion, already 
found, and refused to tell him route or 
name of boat. He would come with me 
to A. and N. Stores, where I had to buy 
some tnmks, and was very curious about 
the initials M. L. A. de la J. He wanted 
to know all about the lady ; but when he 
saw the rotten sort of dressing-bag with 
cheap fittings, he decided my young 
friend was a slut not worth his acquain- 
tance even by hearsay. 

November ist. 

I told A. to-day that he would find 
some very charming French people on 
board the Overna, an aimt and her niece, 
whose name was Marie Louise Ang^Uque 
de la Jarboniere. He growled out, 
" Crack-jaw name ! *' and mentioned also 
his intense dislike of anything French, 
which surely I might know by this time. 

326 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Diary of Dorothea. 

I said I only mentioned it as they were 
friends of the Dicies, and would look out 
for him, having been told he was going on 
the same boat. " Now, beware," I said, 
' ' of this Marie Louise Angfelique. You are 
very susceptible, and I expect she is a bit 
of a minx.'* '* I 'm not susceptible," he 
said with a twinkle of his old smile, and 
rising like a hungry trout at a fly. '* You 
don't really think I am." There was an 
anticipatory longing in his voice that 
showed his indifference need not be long- 
lived if properly treated. " I don't think 
— I know ; and therefore in wifely 
fashion I merely warn you against the 
machinations of Mademoiselle de la 
Jarboniere and her aunt, though if there 
are nice Enghsh on board, I do not 
suppose either of them will interest you." 

November 3rd. 

Angus has been very nice and thought- 
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ful for me during his absence. Has told 
me I can draw quite a big simi, equal, in 
fact, to what he means to spend, and says 
he really wants me to have a good time. 
We have agreed not to write unless any- 
thing serious occurs, and then we are both 
to address to my people, and they can 
forward. He was surprised at my agreeing 
to this ; but I said as he was to be quite 
free from every sort of anxiety by doctor's 
orders, I felt it best, and, as I should also 
be travelling about, letters might be a 
worry to us both. We should fuss at not 
getting them, and then fuss, perhaps, at 
their contents when we got them. It 's 
rather a bore shutting up the house for 
so long, and I have a very great deal to 
see to. A. is quite pleased I should 
travel, and quite, content at my finding 
a companion for myself. Fancy if it had 
been the one who wanted and wants to 
come ! And is altogether making things 
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easy for me. I have promised to go up* 
to town with him, but will not go down 
to Southampton, which he thinks is wise^ 
This day week we start. 

November loth. 

Am delighted with my new '* aimt.''^ 
She is very smart, and considers my 
accent very nearly Parisian. She can 
hardly talk English at all, though Russian 
and Spanish seem no difi&culty. She will 
never address me except in French, and,, 
of course, understands that for the time 
being it suits me best to call myself her 
niece. She thinks my name a sufficient 
guarantee of respectability, as curiously 
enough her godmother, who died many 
years ago, was one of that family who 
were almost exterminated dining the 
Revolution ! My hats and clo' generally 
are all most satisfactory, and if Truefitt 
is as successful as he promises to be, all 
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may be well. The wig is not unbecoming, 
and the slight curve to the eyebrows, not 
already marked by nature, makes the most 
extraordinary difference ; but, of course, 
the dye is my real anxiety, as the wig is 
only a necessity in case of adversity. 

November 13th. 

Have been to say good-bye to my 
parents. 

November 15th. 

Our last evening here. A. and I have 
had a nice talk. I asked him to try and 
not to forget me, and to remember my 
warning about Mademoiselle Marie Louise 
Ang^lique de la Jarboniere. He said she 
was the last person likely to attract his 
attention, and I need have no fear. I 
admitted my folly, but said it was owing 
to a premonition that possessed me 
4irectly I heard her name. 
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November i6th. 

We journeyed up to town alone, and 
got over our farewells before reaching 
Waterloo ; there we went our separate 
ways, he to his tailor and I to my dress- 
maker for a few last things. Then he 
sails from Tilbury at two o'clock to-day 
for his trip. I, with my aunt, join our 
ship at Plymouth to-morrow. 

November 17th. 

I really don't know what I feel. Topsy- 
turvy and higgledy-piggledy and upside 
down. It is going to do me all the good 
in the world, but I cannot believe I am I. 
The make-up is perfect ; my fluency in 
French saves many difficulties ; and all 
the new clothes assist me in enjoying a 
situation that to my aimt is most natural 
and of every-day occurrence, yet to me 
is fraught with such an element of 
nervous excitement that, like Esther 

331 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

of old, I say to myself, '* If I perish^ 
I perish/' 

We came off from Pl3niiouth at three 
o'clock, found our cabins all right, un- 
packed and got straight, then went up 
on deck. I soon spotted the only man I 
should care to be friendly with, and 
noted that he had not, so far as I could 
see, become acquainted with anyone in 
his twenty-four-hours start of us. We 
paced up and down, ma tante and I, 
rather behind his back ; then he left his 
seat and went to look over the rail. When 
level with him, I uttered an exclamation : 
*' Ma foi ! C'est mon cousin ! " and, 
putting my hand on his shoulder, I 
looked round into his face. *' Alphonse ! '' 
But it was not Alphonse ; it was a very 
English gentleman, who stared at me 
with utmost bewilderment. He was not 
equal to the occasion at all, only looked at 
me very stiflBy and very disapprovingly 
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(bless him !). I, horrified, hastened to 
apologise in voluble French, and also 
turned to my aunt to bear witness of my 
mistake. She *' explained " in chorus 
with me, and the Englishman merely 
stared, but not quite indifferently, and 
said very loud and clear, " I do— not — 
understand — a word of your language.'* 
We smiled, and bowed ourselves to a 
distance with " milles pardons/' *' If I 
perish, I perish." 

November i8th. 

I begged my aunt to put the matter 
right if she got a chance, and told her 
Alphonse was a distant cousin (through 
Adam), Alphonse Guy de^Massignac, 
Comte de Br^dalbion, whom I had only 
seen some years ago, but of whom I 
often heard. 

Ma tante is all I desire — so discreet, so 
up to date, so totU a fait femme du tnonde, 
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that I feel it would really be safe to con- 
fide in her, only in such a delicate position 
it is, I know, best to have no confidant 
save oneself. She has acquitted herself 
charmingly in this matter, and the strange 
gentleman knows about Alphonse through 
the medium of his neighbour, who kindly 
translated in my hearing all that Madame 
said in graceful, flowing French. Since 
then he has taken off his hat to me whea 
we met in the companion-way. 

December ist. 

The Englishman finds it very incon- 
venient not being able to speak French. 
His neighbours at table have told me so. 
He wishes so much he could have lessons. 
I said perhaps ma tante would teach him. 

December 5th. 

The lessons have begun. Ma tante 
thinks he is very teachable. His Scot- 
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tishness helps him to roll his '* r's " in fine 
style, and his neighbours and I converse 
fluently at times in his presence, which 
has a slightly depressing effect on '* Al- 
phonse," as I still call him. 

December 20th. 

We are getting on. The language of 
the tongue is climisy compared with that 
of the eyes. Light blue, with red lashes 
upturned, saying all manner of strange 
things, to green-grey with dark lashes. 

December 25th, 

Esther will not perish. 

December 28th, 

At least not of disappointment and 
failure. 

December 30th. 

She is having a gorgeous time. The 
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sceptre has been held out to her by 
Ahasuerus, and half the kingdom been 
offered. She is weighing things in the 
balance. 

January 6th, 1896. 

My own name is a large mouthful for a 
shy and reserved Englishman every time 
he wants to address a lady (there seems 
only one on board), that to-day, when 
walking in a tropical sun, after a most 
sumptuous dSjeuner, and resting at inter- 
vals in the shade to admire I forget what, 
I was softly addressed as *' Murray Lou' ! " 
It has been discovered that I can compre- 
hend the Saxon tongue, though my know- 
ledge is not sufl&cient to permit me to 
speak it. This so far I have never once 
done. The French lingo and the viva- 
cious air that accompanies it are the only 
real safeguards I can trust to, though the 
dye is deep and most satisfactory. 
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January loth. 
Ah, si fitais veuve ! 

January 30th. 

It is very strange how I remind 
Alphonse of somebody he knows at 
home. He says my eyes are a little 
like, though finer, of course, and my 
lashes are much longer, naturally. I 
suggested it was somebody he would 
like to marry, but he said '*No.'' I 
admitted to a feeling of happiness at 
that, as, of course, I could not allow 
myself the pleasure of so much of his 
society if he were affianced to another. 
We have made great strides. He is 
improving his French (he could talk it as 
a boy), so that he finds it coming back 
to him. French cooking is not dis- 
tasteful to him now, and he encored 
a Uttle French song I sang last night. 
Hoop la ! 

337 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

February 2nd. 

I have made one mistake this trip, only 
one — I ought to have been a widow. 

February 9th. 

I really do not think, diary dear, that 
I shall be able to write much more. We 
had a beautiful time on shore yesterday. 
We had a lovely drive (I don't know 
where), and Ahasuerus held Esther's 
hand under the linen cover. She enjoyed 
it very much, but she thinks he enjoyed 
it more, though of this she cannot be 
quite certain. Esther is always laughing, 
and between you and me " it is this, it is 
this that I dread " may some day give 
her away. 

February i6th. 

The whole of the kingdom has been 
offered me. My poor Angus ! Fancy, 
if he knew I 
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March ist. 

I have a little song I sing sometimes, 
which someone has translated to the 
potentate. He is simply cracked about 
it. *' Si fStais veuve." I should not 
dare except in French, when, all things 
considered, it 's about enough to make 
me " pass away.'* 

March nth. 

Ahasuerus has got such perfect manners. 
He lurks about on the chance of picking 
up Esther's handkerchief, dashes round 
for anything she may want, or sits for 
hours in one spot if it pleases her best. 
She is simply having the time of her Ufe, 
and all the first-class passengers are crazy 
to know more about her than ma tante 
can tell. 

March 14th. 

Esther has let Ahasuerus kiss her. 
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March i6th. 

Esther is very good to Ahasuerus. 

Sunday. 

Ahasuerus loves Esther. 

Monday. 

Much more than that wilful woman, 
Vashti. 

Wednesday. 

And Esther without the peacock fans 
or anything beats the Queen of Sheba all 
to fits ; and Ahasuerus just shows what 
the wisdom of Solomon was worth. 

April ist, 

Esther had such a beautiful present 
to-day. A pendant, such as her soul 
loves ; the sort of gem a woman rarely 
receives after she has been married and 
done her duties and her pleasures for any 

540 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Diary of Dorothea. 

length of time, but for which she often 
and ardently longs as some slight sign of 
appreciation on the part of her spouse — 
usually in vain. Esther is lucky ! 

April 3rd. 

Esther does not feel quite happy about 
that jewel. What will Angus say ? 

April 5th. 

Esther has told Ahasuerus she cannot 
take his present, and Ahasuerus said he 
would throw it in the sea. Esther said, 
'' Do." Then he said, " No," he would 
keep it for his mother, which made Esther 
sad. 

April 27th. 

So he went on shore last night, and 
brought back a ring, and as it was so much 
smaller a thing, he urged Esther to accept 
it. Esther demurred, saying it was not 
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the value of the gift, but the fact of the 
gift itself that made her seem so imgrate- 
f ul ; being large or small made no differ- 
ence to her feeling that she ought not to 
accept one at all. 

Ahasuerus was enchanted with such 
dehcacy, and decided that it was a thing 
to be nurtured carefully towards anybody 
else, but that for him — the ring was 
sHpped on her finger, and winked wickedly 
in her face. " Now," Esther said, " if I 
keep this, you must really give that beau- 
tiful hanging thing to your mother." 
And Ahasuerus answered, '* Not so, O 
woman ! It is yours to throw into the 
sea." And Esther felt her reasoning 
powers had gone, for with diamonds on 
her hand why should she refuse diamonds 
for her throat ? Besides, it was good 
to see a man spend his money for 
others. Ce n'est que le premier fas qui 
coute. 
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May 2nd. 

Esther often thinks of Angus, and 
wonders if he is enjo5ang life as much as 
she is. She would like to know, and is 
generous enough to hope he is happier than 
he has ever been, even on his honeymoon. 
If only Angus were like Ahasuerus, she 
would never have to ask him to black his 
face and be funny, or play the part of 
Othello. Ahasuerus talks persistently of 
meeting Esther in England. Something 
will have to be done ; but Esther is so 
happy herself, she fears to dim another's 
joy. 

May 6th. 

Esther got a letter this morning, 
and came from her cabin very pale 
and wan. Ahasuerus was distracted, 
and spoke roughly to the aunt, as 
though the fault were hers. He be- 
sought Esther's confidence, which she 
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longed to give him, but found it diffi- 
cult of accomplishment. Ahasuerus com- 
forted Esther very sweetly, and Esther 
nearly cried when she told him they 
would soon have to part, never to 
meet again. There were real tears in 
her eyes, and she was shaking dread- 
fully. The aunt has told Ahasuerus 
that Esther will have to depart at 
Marseilles and join her parents and the 
cousin, Alphonse Guy de Massignac, 
Comte de Br6dalbion, who intend travel- 

hng with her to Paris, where With 

gloomiest forebodings, Ahasuerus antici- 
pated the ending of his brief romance. 
The aunt admitted foundation for his 
fears, as these Uttle matters are arranged 
in France without that reference to 
Mademoiselle which he as a Britisher 
would deem indispensable. Ahasuerus's 
grief was a sight to see, and Esther kept 
out of his way as much as possible. 
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May 7th. 

Ahasueras is haggard. Esther is verg-^ 
ing on hysterics. 

May loth. 

Ahasuenis caught Esther late this after- 
noon, and begged to know what he was to 
do with his life! Existence without her 
would be impossible. Esther was very 
sweet to him, but told him it was far, far 
worse for her. She would be forced into 
marriage with this Alphonse, and would 
have to forget the most beautiful time of 
her Ufe. Ahasuerus said it could never 
be forgotten, and that he almost hoped 
he would die after Marseilles. If she 
heard they were shipwrecked in the Bay 
she was not to grieve ; she was to under- 
stand it was what he would have wished- 
Esther was quite overcome by the pathos^ 
of the situation, and they had a brief but 
tragic hour. 
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May 14th. In the Train for Paris. 

Over, and with great effect ! " All the 
fear and the hope and the longing." I 
shall never as long as I live do an5^hing 
better than that. It was a succes fou 
from start to finish, and I feel — well, 
rather indescribable. 

En Route for Calais. 

Have said good-bye to my tante, and 
made her very happy by wildly presenting 
her at the last moment with my trunks 
and all their contents as a present to a 
favourite niece, of whom she has often 
spoken. I am travelling only with what 
I stand up in, a new ring on my finger 
and a diamond pendant on the chain that 
supports my wedding ring beneath my 
dress. That good lady is somewhat 
mystified by my parents' and Alphonse's 
various change of plans, but comprehends 
that English blood accounts for any odd- 
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ness and independence in me. That I 
shall join them at Calais she has no doubt, 
and will refrain from writing to me until 
I write to her. 

May 15th. 

A most satisfactory time in London, 
and now home again. And don't know 
whether to laugh or cry. When I think 
of Ahasuenis and Esther I roar. When 
of Angus and some possible Mademoiselle 
I weep. 

May i6th. 

Telegram from A. sa5ang he will arrive 
at 5.20. Feel in a dreadful flutter at 
thought of meeting my husband ! 

May i8th. 

A. arrived, and kissed me affectionately ! 

May 19th. 

Looks much better than when he left 
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here, so burnt and bronzed. Seems very 
much struck by me. Cannot take his 
eyes off my hair, which is lovdy after all 
the performances it has been through. 
A. in very good spirits, but no trace of 
Ahasuerus. 

A. asked to-day if I had done anything 
to my locks ; he had never seen them so 
brilliant. I hazarded that perhaps he 
had not been seeing red hair at all, and he 
owned he had not. I said, *' What, all 
the women dull brown or dickety 
mud ? " And he said ** No," one had 
lovely hair, quite different from any 
he had ever seen — a sort of exquisite- 
ness combining darkness and Ught as 
far as I can make out. (Beastly dyed 
stuff!) 

May 20th. 

I am glad I laughed so much away ; it 
may have to last me a long time. 
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May 2ist. 
This day week we said good-bye. 

June 20th. 

Esther misses Ahasuerus too abomin- 
ably. 

June 25th. 

Angus is looking wretched, and will 
settle to nothing. Takes absolutely no 
interest in a single sohtary thing. 

June 30th. 

Everything is perfectly miserable. The 
difference between this month and last 
was so emphasised to-day over some trifle 
that I did what I have never done in my 
life before — I flimg myself into Mac's 
arms and begged him to kiss me. He 
pressed my cheek with clay-cold lips, and 
asked if I were ill. I said " No," but 
that I had something to tell him, a sort 
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of confession to make. He put me away 
from him, and begun raking out the fire. 
Then he cleared his throat, and said he 
thought we had agreed not to have un- 
necessary explanations at any time — they 

did not do any good, and I said 

there was nothing to explain ; I only 
wanted to tell him I had been made rather 
a fuss with while I was away, and I 
supposed I missed it. One man in 
particular 

" Spoilt you, I suppose ? " 

*' Well, he did rather." 

" Who was he ? " 

" Just a man, an ordinary man, but he 
seemed to think I was out of the common, 
and — and " 

" Did he make love to you ? " 

" I 'm afraid, perhaps, he did a Uttle — 
but, Angus — I was always exactly the 
same as if you had been there — exactly ! '^ 

My husband said, " Of course ! " 
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If I had had a stick in my hand I 
think I should have beaten him. 

July 2nd. 

I can't stand this grey dreariness much 
longer ; it 's simply aveful after the fun 
we have had. I think I must tell Mac, 
and let him see what a fool he is. 

July 8th. 

The wind is tempered to the shorn 
lamb. Teddy came home yesterday, and 
has spent most of the day messing roimd 
with me in the garden. I told him what 
a ripping time I had had, and he seemed 
to guess at the contrast here at home. 
But it 's not going to last. Ridiculous 
if I can't make Mac forget that rotten 
French girl. 

July 14th. 

Angus Macdonald, Laird of Kerran- 
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'Gorham, is going to pot. What 's to do 
now ? 



July 15th. 

I waited till the house was quiet last 
night, soon after eleven o'clock, and then 
J descended to the smoking-room, not 
carelessly clad by any means, but with 
due regard to effect. A. was standing on 
the hearthrug, dejection in every crease 
<of his clothes. I shut the door, put my 
candle down on the table, and walked up 
to him. He took no notice, and by the 
lappet of his coat I pulled him across to 
a big chair and pushed him into it. He 
looked sicker than sick, and I just made 
up my mind. I knelt on a spare bit at 
the comer by his knee, and bending over 
him, I leant my two hands on his shoul- 
ders. Then my mind jumped, as it does 
sometimes, and I suddenly wond^ed if 
we looked like " Amalia and Vivian Grey" 
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in the gallery scene, and hoped not, 
with a sort of shock. A. brought me to 
by sa5ang, '* You have got rummy hair ! " 
'' Oh ! " I said. " And what sort of hair 
have you been seeing lately ? '' He 
shifted his gaze, and twiddled up a bit 
of my lace in his fingers. " Old man," 
I said, " you had better tell me all about 
it. If you don't, I must tell you of some- 
thing I did while you were away." 

*' Oh, I don't want to know," said 
Angus. 

" But I want to tell. I met some very 
nice people abr " 

" There 's nothing in that," said Angus. 
'' I met them too." 

" Was one of them a French girl ? " 

He opened his eyes. 

'* How did you know ? " 

" Don't you remember my telling you 
— warning you about her ? " 

" Perhaps it wasn't the same." 



353 
28 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Doings of Dot, or 

*' Marie Louise Ang^lique de la Jar- 
boniere ? ** 

I felt him thrill in silent amaze. 

'* Yes, I did meet her." 

" WeU." 

'' Nothing." 

" Was she unkind to you ? *' 

" No." 

*' But you wish you hadn't met her ? " 

He shook his silly head. 

*' You flirted with her, I suppose, and 
she led you on." 

" She didn't lead me. I bothered her." 

" Oh, you did, did you ? And she 
merely suffered you — ^gladly, no doubt." 

" No." 

" No what ? " 

** I don't suppose it would interest 
you " 

" Interest me enormously — ^if you like 
to tell me. But don't if you would 
rather not." 
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He gave me a third of the chair, and 
I squeezed down beside him, waiting for 
the most effective moment in which to 
reveal to him the sweet and simple truth. 

"We used to talk at first," he said, 
hesitatingly, " and her aunt gave me 
lessons in French. You know I used to 
speak quite well long ago — and she told 
me all about herself." 

" Did she ? " 

*' Yes. And she rather confided in 
me ; you see, I was so much older than 
she is." 

" How old ? " 

" Oh, I don't know for certain, but I 
should think she's two-and-twenty, or 
might be three. French girls look more 
than they are." 

" But she didn't look more ? " 

" No— and— and " 

" You got to care about her, poor old 
boy?" 
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Angus said, *' I liked her very much ; 
she has such dreadful trouble, and — 
I *' 

" You want to help her, dear ? '* 

" I can't ! " The words were almost 
strangled. " That 's the worst part. No 
one can help her." 

I put my hand under his chin and 
lifted it, to enjoy the sensation of telling 
him he needn't worry. When I looked 
into his eyes I saw they were wet. He did 
care; and a wave of footting sympathy 
for my poor idiot came over me, and to 
hide conflicting emotions, I bent down 
and kissed him. 

*' Tell me more," I said, with averted 
gaze. 

*' She 's got to marry — a man — ^she 
hardly knows— only seen once — and she 's 
never been asked, just told she 's got to 
do it, and she hates it." 

" Poor thing ! " 
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" You are good little woman. You don't 
know how it makes a man's blood boil to 
think of anyone being bartered in that 
way, and to have to stand by helpless." 
Jtl m. 

" She 's very pretty, and so young, she 
naturally wants taking care of." 
Jtl m. 

" I asked the aimt if something couldn't 

be done, and she was very apathetic, 

talked of French ways, and the ultimate 

success of most marriages so arranged." 

Jtl m. 

" But I don't know why I should 
bother you." 

" It doesn't bother me, except that I 'm 
sorry you should be worried." 

" Of course, I can't do anything." 

" No, but you would like to do a great 
deal. You would like to dash over and 
rescue the princess, and carry her away 
across the sea." 
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*' How do you know ? " 

First sign of a smile. 

" With your romantic and chivalrous 
nature." 

" Am I romantic and chivalrous ? '' 

Full smile. 

" Very. Don't you think we had better 
go to bed now, and talk about it more 
in the morning ? " 

Husband and wife rose. 

" You are a dear T* he said, and after 
turning out the hghts, they walked 
upstairs arm in arm. 

Yes, I'm a dear, but then I know. 
Could I have gone through a scene like 
that if I hadn't known, and still be a 
dear ? I trow not. Mistress Dorothea 
d'Aleeth that was — I trow not. 

July 19th. 

Angus is trying to put his trouble away 
from him. He has walked round the 
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farm, spoken to the bailiff, and prodded 
a pig. 

July 23rd. 

I really am rather pleased when I 
think of the other night. I overcame 
the worst temptation of my life — a temp- 
tation that possibly assails most women 
at some time or another — the temptation 
to prove, what baldly does not soimd 
pretty to say — to prove to a man what 
under the circtmistances it would be only 
hxmian nature to want to prove to him. 
Was my self-control miusual, or do many 
women keep silence on this most delicate 
point, and so reap a reward later on ? 
For I 'm not a bit above hoping for that. 

Tuesday. 

I went up to town this morning for a 
meeting at Lady Belgrade's ; then into 
£ond Street, and got copies of the photos 
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taken as I came through London in May ; 
then I went on to the club to lunch, and 
at the very door met Major Swiddon. 
He invited me to take compassion on his 
loneliness, and move to the " Wellington," 
which I did, and had an amusing time 
telling him of my trip abroad. It is dis- 
tinctly exciting relating my adventures, 
with due regard to truth and also to not 
being found out. He is a nice man, as 
far as one can ever judge ; asked if I 
were still acting the part of Providence 
to Mac, and said his wife had been much 
" stronger " ever since that visit to us. 
At last I really did get to my own club, 
and wrote a letter to ma tante, enclosing 
her a photo of her quondam niece, also a 
large sealed envelope which I asked her 
kindly to address for me, and then post 
at once, as I particularly wished it to 
bear the Paris mark. Then I saw Rufus 
en route for the station, and came 
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home without adventure, to find Angus- 
Macdonald waiting with the motor. 

August 17th. 

We were dining at the Caveshes last 
night, and I longed to wear that pearl 
and diamond pendant. It is stupid to- 
have a lovely thing Uke that hoarded in 
secret. Must manage something some- 
how. 

AUGUST i8th. 

Heard Mac whistling like a bird as I 
got down to breakfast this morning. He 
was in tearing spirits, hopping round, 
pouring out my coffee, carving me grouse,, 
being, in short, perfectly deUghtful. I 
sought, without seeking, for some sign 
of a reason, but could find none. We 
discussed the post and a few invitations,, 
and then he went off to his den. I stood 
by the table wondering what was in the- 
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air, and almost hoping I was going to see 
Ahasuerus again. Then amongst the 
<rumbs roimd his plate I descried some 
red, little more than dust, but it meant 
sealing wax. H'm ! I wondered how 
long he would be able to keep it to himself. 
About twelve o'clock I went out and 
Toimd to his window. He was apparently 
quite busy, but asked me to come in. " I 
want your advice,*' I began, but he was 
speaking at the same time. " I want to 
show you something, though I dare say 
you won't think much of it." I stood 
beside him, and he put his arm round my 
neck, holding a photograph two feet away 
from my nose. 

"Who is it?" I said, "What a 
lovdy woman ! " 

" Murray Lou herself ! " he breathed 
with ecstacy. 

" Who ? " 

*' Mademoiselle de la J. I never could 
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manage her name properly, so I called 
her that for short." 

" What did you caU her ? " 

*' Murray Lou. Her first two names, 
you see. Do you think she 's pretty ? *' 

'' Very ! Sweet face." 

" Isn't it ? " 

" Such lovely arched eyebrows. And 
is that a dimple or a mole ? " 

" A mole ; at least, it is a little brown 
mark, not really noticeable unless you 
look at her. I used to tell her the sun 
kissed her there." 

"The sun! Oh, yes. Is this the lady with 
the beautiful hair, or was that another ? " 

" This one, this one. There was no one 
else on board worth looking at. Do you 
really admire her ? " 

" Rather ! She is fascinating. Has got 
a bit of a way with her, I should say." 

'' You bet she has, but you mustn't 
think I 'm silly about her ; she 's going to 
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marry a fool of a Frenchman, and become 
a coimtess over there/* 

" I don*t think she looks mihappy. 
When was this done ? *' 

" I suppose the other day/' 

He tmmed it over, and looked at the 
back. We both read the name of Wolf 
and Bird, Bond Street, and stood quite 
silent and still. 

" She has been in England ! " he gasped. 

"And never let you know! Poor 
Angus '' 

He put Murray Lou down on the table, 
but did not move his arm from my neck, 
where it lay heavy, though not with 
affection, 

^' Perhaps it was done some time ago,*' 
I said, to console him. 

'* Couldn't have been. It 's exactly 
like her now, dress and all, and the way 
she does her hair ; besides, she isn't a 
day older than that/' 
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" What — eight-and-twenty or so ? '* 

" Eight-and-twenty ! She isn't more 
than twenty-two, if she *s as much/* 

'* Oh, I beg your pardon. Photos are 
very deceptive. It 's never fair to judge 
by photos." 

" Do you think she looks nice ? " 

'' Yes, very.'' 

" And happy ? '' 

'' Delightfully happy ! I don't think, 
old man, you need be miserable about 
her." 

" Oh, I 'm not, only I don't under- 
stand " 

" No, I expect she wants a lot of 
knowing." 

** She does. I wonder what you would 
think of her. Just looking at that, what 
would you say ? " 

" Say she 's a minx ! Come on out 
and tell me if they are using the right 
lotion for Lopear. He's bad again." 
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August 22nd. 

That photographic visit of Murray Lou 
to London makes it all easier for me, 
as I can have things posted this side 
of the water if I want to. Mother is 
staying here now, and thinks I am look- 
ing marvellously well, but she is not 
happy about A. I try to fix her atten- 
tion on myself, and she only wonders if 
I am ever going to settle. I tell her I 
have taken my last jaunt, that I shall 
never again have a man so madly in love 
with me as I had on that trip to the 
Tropics. She says I am my father's own 
daughter, and no doubt it 's this last sad 
'* affair *' which makes my poor husband 
look thin. I told her it was. 

August 25th. 

Oh, oh, oh ! If ever I take upon my- 
self to arrange things for our mutual good 
again may I be " hid in the ash heap 
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disguised as a cinder/' That pig of a 
woman is rendering life impossible for 
both of US. 

August 27th. 

A. had a letter this morning addressed 
in a fine pointed hand, and I had a regis- 
tered parcel sent by the same. I opened 
mine, and was lost in the rustle of paper 
to all other things. Then I shrieked 
suitably and with joy at sight of baubles 
beloved by the heart of woman. " Look," 
I cried, " what some one has sent me ! 
Who can it be ? Is it you, sweet old man ? 
Are you giving me a surprise ? " 

Angus was white as the table-cloth. 
I got up and went round to him. He 
pushed me back, and helped himself 
ostentatiously to mustard — he was eating 
a boiled egg at the time — so I resumed 
my meal in silence. Afterwards he was 
going off alone, but I felt the sooner this 
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matter was ended the better, so led him 
gently but firmly into my sitting-room. 
He came like a child needing comfort. 

" Read that, and see what sort of a 
man you 've got for a husband." 

It was a most touching letter, written 
in beautiful French, and the grief and 
good feeling made my heart warm towards 
that Murray Lou who signed herself for 
the last time by this familiar name. 

She wrote sajdng briefly that through 
some friends at the Embassy she had 
heard that her late kind acquaintance of 
the " Ovema '' was a married man ; 
that he had left a charming wife in Eng- 
land, who was absolutely devoted to 
him, and who was distressed beyond 
words at not being allowed by the doctors 
to accompany him on that voyage ; that 
she could not at first bring herself to 
believe this statement, and therefore 
-caused her aimt to pursue inquiries, 
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which, alas ! only proved to her that 
which she would sooner have died than 
know to be true. She felt now that 
she had no right to the beautiful presents 
he had been so good as to give her, and 
which she would most certainly never 
have accepted had she thought that in so 
doing she might possibly be wounding 
the tender heart of another who trusted 
him. Alphonse agreed the jewels were 
too handsome to be a gift from any hut 
a husband to a wife, and therefore she 
begged to send them by same post to 
the only woman in all the world who could 
possibly be the rightful wearer of them, 
and of whom she begged deepest for- 
giveness that ignorance and misappre- 
hension should have caused their deten- 
tion by so much as a single hour. The 
end is very pathetic in the original, 
which I read, and then translated for 
Angus: 
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" Vous avez bris6 men coeur — ^vous 
avez tu6 votre Murray Lou. 

'* Avec regrets les plus profonds, 

"Marie Louise Ang61ique de la Jar- 
boniere, et apr^s deux mois je serai pour 
vous, 

" Madame la Comtesse de Br6dalbion." 

August 29th, 

It is not often that I am at my wit's end, 
for they are elastic things, and generally 
cover my more immediate needs. But 
A. is a real anxiety. That letter and the 
return of the jewels to me, and my manner 
of receiving both it and them, has quite 
broken him up, poor darling. I do feel a 
fraud, but, of course, there is this differ- 
ence between the cases. He did not know 
I was I, and I did know he was he. But 
I am sorry for him from the bottom of 
my heart, and for myself too, because 
I am posing in his mind as an angel of 
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light, whereas there is very little to choose 
between us, and I can never tell him now. 
The time has gone by for that, and I hate 
to have a secret from A. Yet it is chiefly 
my doing. 

August 30th. 

I must have been very low down when 
I wrote that last, for if it had not been 
my doing, whose, may I ask, would it have 
been ^ Think of that, Dorothea " Cairn- 
gorm," when a maudlin remorse seizes 
you in its grip. 

September ist. 

Teddy is the most persevering thing in 
creation. He never loses an opportunity 
of letting me know he 's there, so to say, 
if wanted. His game now is to make 
Angus jealous if he can, but he can't. 
As I have explained to him, he is too old 
an affair for A. even to notice him. T. 
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now says he shall seize me in his arms one 
day and kiss me deliberately, and go on 
doing so till Mac invites him to stop. I 
trust he won't ; but if he does, and that 
fails to move the owner of this precious 
piece of goods, I shall miurder Murray 
Lou right out, and start again. 

September 3rd. 

Had a lovely visit to the Dandys last 
week, and forgot to take this book, so 
could not write about it. Rather a pity, 
as it was great fun ; at least, I enjoyed 
it with everyone. A. was taken in hand 
and gently dealt with by Lady B. She 
considered he had a sad and troubled air, 
and strove her best to remove it. She 
might have succeeded, I think, if he had 
never met Murray Lou ! 

September 5th. 

Ted has carried out his threat. He 
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pretended he did not see Mac to-day 
reading the paper the other side of the 
yew hedge, and started making desperate 
love to me. Implored me to fly round 
the world and exist on a deep and lasting 
affection. Then he impressed many de- 
lirious kisses on the back of his own hand^ 
and Mac said, "What are you two doing ? '' 
without moving from his chair. I know 
Teddy wanted to kick him. Angus says 
he knew we were humbugging, and is not 
likely to be ever taken in by me ! I asked 
him why he was not sometimes a little 
anxious about me, and he said there was 
no need, he could trust me as he would 
a saint from heaven. Oh, I ought to be 
pleased, I know ; but then I 'm not a saint , 
and I should like to have a husband who 
would just have speared Mr. Dunkeld. 

September 17th. 

I have been looking in the glass, and 
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feel there are plainer women in the world 
even than I am. I said so to A., sitting 
in an engaging attitude on a gate over 
which he was leaning. He quite agreed, 
and I drew a picture of what his wife 
might have been like — short and squat, 
with yellow sticking-out teeth, magenta 
nose and purple cheeks, who insisted on 
kissing him every minute of the day. 
"' Fancy," I said, " having a face like that 
rubbed up against you continually! '* He 
did not answer, save with a far-away 
smile, and I said, ** Reminds you of 
Murray Lou, I suppose ? " Wasn't it 
daring of me ? No answer. " Would 
you like me to pile my hair up on the top 
of my head, French fashion, and make a 
little mole by the side of my mouth — a 
little brown mole ' kissed by the sun and 
washed by the dew? ' Would you like it, 
old man ? " He pulled his cap over his 
eyes with one hand and swxmg his stick 
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with the other. '* I like you best as you 
are — ^your nice, dear self, with your big 
coil of hair just where it is.'* '* Where is 
that ? *' '* Where I can see it below yoiu: 
hat, and when you talk sweetly, not in 
that tart, clever fashion ; and, above all, 
when you are nice to me about— other 
things. You can be charming when you 
choose.*' 

Now isn't it enough to make any woman 
be a good and faithful wife to get such high 
encomiums as this ? Little temptations, 
like the Teddies one meets in the Gulf 
Stream of life, are just swept aside by 
torrential ardour of this sort from [a 
husband. 

October 6th. 

Went to dine and dance at Pond's last 
night. I wore the pendant with' my 
diamond necklace. A. flirted with Lady 
B., and did not once ask me to dance. 
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Plenty of others did, and when I chid him 
afterwards for his neglect he said my 
common-sense ought to tell me why. 
Did I think he was made of stone, that he 
could dance with that 

" Sacred memorial close to yoiu: chin " ? 
I interposed. '* Yes, if you weren't a 
goose, or had as much sense as a microbe." 
A. left the room, saying, '* Temper again,'* 
and I dripped tear after tear into the 
basin to save a tell-tale handkerchief. 

A. came back, and was sorry. Said men 
were not as good as women at hiding their 
feelings, and would I be kind and bear with 
him a little longer ? He hoped he might 
be better after the 20th. I gazed at him a 
moment, terrified. Was he ill and under- 
going a serious operation unbeknown to 
me ? I took his hand in mine, and asked 
him nervously what was the matter. 
He said, " This wedding — it 's stupid 
of me to worry about it so, but I can't 
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get that poor child out of my mind/'' 
" What poor child ? Oh, you don't mean 
Murray ? '' 

He bent his head. 

I prayed for patience, and kissed him.. 

October 19th. 

Well, I 've done it. She is dead — 
dead as mutton ! Never more will that 
meddling Matty have a chance of poaching 
on my preserves. I always knew I had 
it in me to do for anyone if they seriously 
got between me and A. So I 've set fire 
to the Chateau Jarboniere, having soaked 
Mademoiselle first in parafi&n, and made 
her aunt write another letter, which will 
give the quondam admirer something to 
think about, as he wants to be miserable 
and make me miserable, and upset the 
whole of our lives for — ^what ? When 
you come to think of it, isn't the whole- 
situation comic ? 
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October 21st. 

The aunt's letter has arrived. For the 
last time I trust I have feigned a sym- 
pathy I am very far from feeling. The 
bride-to-be was burnt to death the night 
before her wedding. Isn't it sad ? If 
A. takes to black-bordered handkerchiefs, 
as he seems quite capable of doing, I shall 
at last speak with my tongue. 

November 20th. 

A. and I went to give away the prizes 
at the Workmen's Grounds yesterday. I 
hoped it would cheer him up, but it didn't. 
I asked him if there was anything in the 
world I could do to amuse him, and he 
said ** No." I suggested having friends 
to stay, and he smiled a wan smile to 
remind me that the only friend he cared 
to have was engaged elsewhere. Should 
we both go away, then? No. Should 
we start that little water garden we were 
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always talking about, and dig it out our- 
selves ? It would be lovely to do. No. 
Should we make a new chicken run ? No. 
Should we take to cleaning the motor, 
and learning all about the mechanism ? 
No. " All right," I said ; '' we '11 just 
go to town and be photographed — you in 
a Uttle shirt sitting in my lap, sucking 
your little thumb ! '' 

November 22nd. 

Everyone is talking of Mac's altered 
looks. It is simply maddening. They 
all ask me what is the matter with him, 
and I say it 's nothing serious, only a 
passing ailment ; and then they look as 
much as to say, " We understand ; one 
of those dreadful complaints nobody 
mentions. Of course, he is really going 
to die, only you are too brave to say so." 
At last I could stand these probings no 
more, so whispered as a profound secret 
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to a lady we call the '* Tatler " that my 
husband was suffering from an enlarged 
heart with complications. The closer 
you stick to the truth always the more 
you beguile people, I notice. I have not 
been worried since. Everyone tells me 
of similar cases they all know which 
have been ciured in time, and the 
patients generally very much better for 
the attack. 

January ist, 1898. 

Rose and Rufus and their son have been 
here. So delighted to have them. They 
are both so imderstanding, but, of course, 
" wonder " at Mac's patient, listless ways. 
Rose recognises them, has often seen them 
in old days, and thinks I have done well that 
this is the first attack since we married. 

" It will pass," she says. "Don't at- 
tend to it too much. I suppose you know 
more or less the cause ? " 
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I said I did indeed, and it was 
absurd. 

" It always is/' she said. 

" Oh, but this is really funny," I cried, 
** only he does not know it ! '* 

" They never do,** said Rose. 

'' My dear," I said,*' if only I could tell 
you." 

'' I know ; but you can't. We have to 
keep these things to oiu-selves. But I 'm 
glad you can take it like that." 

*' Rose," I said, laughing, '' it 's all 
a myth." 

" Quite believe it," she agreed. 

*' Nothing but an idiotic spook that 's 
going to haunt us all the rest of oiu: lives, 
I feel. It 's too silly ! " 

" It won't do that," said my sister-in- 
law. " But give it time. Do not be in 
too great a hurry to lay your ghosts. 
They will vanish when their work is done 
— not before." 
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February 2nd. 

We are wondering what to give my 
parents on their golden wedding-day. 
It is difficult to find something 
suitable. Mac is no help, but Teddy 
suggests impossible things by the thou- 
sand. 

February 28th. 

Mac's birthday. I have given him a 
water-colour drawing of Marie Louise 
Ang^lique de la Jarboniere, done by my 
mother from a photo and my description. 
It is quite excellent, and Mac is charmed. 
It already hangs in his room, with two 
vases of white flowers on either side. I 
foresee that on the anniversaries of the 
futiure I shall make pitiful Uttle wreaths 
of evergreen, tied with tears and white 
bows, and hang them there in everlasting 
memory of a never-to-be-forgotten 
fraud ! 
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April 9th. 

The Upchers are so pleased. Lord 
Upcher is going to be married, and to an 
English girl — thank goodness! — not ta 
an American or an Australian, but a blue- 
blood aristocrat, with one plebeian grand- 
mother to keep the race strong. Teddy 
longs for domesticity, and I have intro- 
duced him to dozens of prospective wives, 
but he is no nearer settling on one for him- 
self. I asked him why he was so long 
making up his mind, and then was sorry,, 
as it launched us into a conversation un-^ 
necessary and needless. I don't care ; 
it is good for a woman to have somebody 
really devoted — other than a husband, I 
mean. Somebody who never wavers, 
who Ukes you year in year out, well or 
ill, pretty or ugly, dull or amusing, cross 
or charming. I used to think the man 
you married would be like that, but he 
isn't. You have to keep him with care ; 
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tut the other stays by you without any 
fuss, is just there when he is wanted, and 
goes away when he isn't. I told Ted I 
should miss him horribly when he married, 
but I would gladly give him up to a wife. 
He said I need not worry, as he could not 
find her anywhere in the world. He had 
been looking for years. I inquired what 
she was like, and without turning his 
head, he merely closed the eye that was 
nearest to me. I said, *' Why ? " in reck- 
less mood, and he said slowly, " Because 
she goes so straight.*' Then I think the 
devil entered into me, and murmured with 
my voice, " Sometimes — it 's a bit lonely 
on the straight road, Teddy. I feel 
inclined — only sometimes — just to go 
crooked for a bit." No answer, and I 
hoped fearfully he had not heard. 

" She rides so straight," he went on, 
'* and she never flinches at a difficulty, 
but goes right forward with the pluck of 
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three. I have never seen her turn back 
yet, and I never shall." 

I sucked in my breath, and prayed that 
he had not heard. 

He stooped down and picked up a stone, 
which he flung far away, and we watched 
it go up, up, and then drop out of sight. 

'* I have met many women, Dot — so 
has every man. Of how many do you 
suppose we can ever say, ' She has helped 
me up ? * A hundred will help us go down ; 
barely one in a hundred will help us even 
to stand.'* 

His voice seemed to come from between 
clenched teeth, and I was pink with an 
overwhelming humility. 

'* Oh, Lord," I said inside, " don't Ut 
him have heard ! " 

'• Well, old girl ? " 

'* I never helped — anyone *^ 

'* Me, please — Angus — Rufus. Don't 
we count for anyone ? " 
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" You are all much too good. I — I 'm 
simply a sham." 

" I don't worship shams. I worship you^ 
madam, and always have. If you 'd been 
a sham, I 'd have found you out by now." 

'* Teddy, don't. I should hate to be an 
idol, and sit with my head broken under 
somebody's hall table." 

'* I have never broken my idol," said 
the faithful one mournfully. 

June 20th, 1898. 

It has been indeed a golden wedding, 
ending up in a golden simset. I never 
remember a more perfect day. I will cut 
out the account from the local paper and 
giun in next week. It was perfectly 
charming to see that darling old couple 
together after fifty years of married life, 
both so happy and proud of the other. 
He at seventy-six still bowing to her cere- 
moniously in public with his hand on his 
heart, and she at seventy-three curtseying 
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to him with her head a little bent. If 
they had not been my parents I must 
have loved them both, as indeed every- 
one does. All the relations are staying 
here — my uncle and his wife and children. 
Aunt Lou, Aunt Maria, General Darnley, 
Rose, Rufus and Sonney, Sir Charles 
Foley, and our two selves. The presents 
are beautiful, and such quantities ! We 
are all so touched by the affection shown, 
not only on the place itself, but outside. 
Far and near, rich and poor, all came to 
show friendship in varying degrees. We 
are very pleased with the pictures we f our 
have had painted to give them, both life- 
size — Dad standing at his own front door 
with the John Bull hat that he affects set 
characteristically crooked on his dear grey 
head, and with a welcoming look on his 
face — not a smile, I am thankful to say. 
Mother was taken in her own high-back 
chair, sitting in the drawing-room, in the 
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old velvet gown with point lace she wears 
every evening ; her little work table is 
by her side with a bowl of roses, and her 
embroidery is in her lap, looking just as 
she looks in life. There 's no dressing up 
for a picture effect in either of them. 

I could not write more then, as I was 
called downstairs, and the real point of 
the day as far as A. and I were con- 
cerned lay in a little conversation we had 
together. It was very funny to see the 
effect of dad's speech on the different 
elderly married couples, who fell under 
the spell of a happy golden wedding. 
People who seemed to have had nothing 
in common for years suddenly woke up 
to small politenesses and trifling courtesies 
that helped to make the day a pleasant 
memory individually as well as generally. 
At the end, when we were all off duty, so 
to say, A. and I sat down to discuss the 
event, and agree as to its entire success. 
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I suppose we were all tired, or else in a 
chastened mood, for we drifted from 
things in the abstract to things in the 
concrete. I was leaning back on the sofa 
thoroughly at ease, resting, when A. 
suddenly sat down in my pocket and gave 
me a great hug. He had not forgotten it 
was our wedding day too— and I had 
thought he had. Then a lot of things 
came tumbling out — I can't write them 
down. He is just like a child, so simple 
and transparent and lovable. He wanted 
to be forgiven, and said never again 
would I have any trouble with him, 
never again ; that though he regretted 
that M. L. affair, he felt that without it 
he should never have known what he 
did know now, and would rather know 
than anything else in life. I told him 
I was fuU of sadness too. I had done 
so much I ought not to have done, and 
that if he knew he would see me a sham 
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and a fraud. He only shook his head 
and squeezed up closer. (Some women 
don't have a chance of going wrong, do 
they ? and some not a chance of going 
right. It does not seem fair.) Then I 
owned up what my real trouble has been 
— no humbug about it — that I was sad 
because I had failed in the one essential 
of life. I had failed in making him happy. 
Badly failed too, though I did not know 
how or why ; and it was because of my 
failure that Murray Lou seemed such a 
success by contrast. If I had not failed, 
he would have had nothing to reproach 
himself with. Another shake of the head 
forbad me to proceed, and a silence that 
was golden — ever5^hing is gold to-day — 
fell upon us, scarcely broken by a whisper, 
" Darling wife ! " 

Methinks — or was it a dream? — that 
someone very like Esther's husband 
kissed me. 
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Cutting from the " Midland Herald^ 
On Thursday last was celebrated the Golden 
Wedding of Squire d'Aleeth and his lady. This 
is the term by which they are spoken of in their 
own town and village, and it seems so distinctly 
applicable to them, that after a few hours spent 
in the neighbourhood, even strangers find them- 
selves using it from the mere force of example. 
AD those engaged on the d'Aleeth estate were 
•early astir, triimiphal arches had the final touch 
put to them, flags were run up in various 
•directions, gardeners and ncr arters were busy 
without and servants not idle within. 

The festivities of the day commenced at nine 
o'clock, when there was a thanksgiving service 
in the little chapel attached to the house. This 
consisted of the celebration of the Sacrament 
for the Squire and his lady, attended by 
their son and daughter, most of the guests 
sta}ring at the Grange, and many of the de- 
pendants, tenants and employees, some of 
whom had walked a long distance to be present. 
The choir sang part of the Hymn 437, beginning 
at the words," Oh, may Thy soldiers, faithful, true 
and bold ;" and never have we seen a more touch- 
ing sight than that fine, white-haired, upstanding 
old couple going hand in hand to the altar, 
and kneeling there together in the early morning 
on the anniversary of their wedding day fifty 
years before. Somehow it had a most moving 
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effect on the rest of the congregation ; there 
was scarcely a dry eye in the building, and 
when at the end we stood up to sing, " Praise 
God, from whom all blessings flow," our voices 
quavered and our hearts were melting within 
us, for how many amongst us could ever hope 
to emulate such noble examples of Christian 
living and old English aristocracy ? 

At twelve o'clock the town band arrived with 
the mayor and aldermen, who presented a gold 
cup and an illuminated address on behalf of 
the inhabitants, in recognition of many kind- 
nesses received. They were followed by the 
Workmg Men's Club, the Boys' Cricket Club, 
the farmers and their wives, the cottage tenants, 
members of the " Mothers' Union," the Working 
Women's League, and finally the school children- 
These were aU welcomed in turn by the Squire 
and his wife, standing on the steps of the portico, 
the doors thrown wide behind them, symbolical 
of the motto which has been so well observed in 
their generation, and so far back as the memory 
of any living man, " Depart evil, enter good." 
The presentations took some time, and after-^ 
wards the whole company sat down to dinner 
m a large marquee. 

During the afternoon friends and neighbours 
from many miles distant flocked to offer their 
congratulations and to bring gifts, whose size 
and number soon demanded a more lengthy 
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table than that originally set out on the terrace. 
It was a glorious day, and those who took 
part in the sports, and games, and those who 
looked on, all appreciated the golden sunshine, 
the wealth of flowers, the music, the feast, and 
the kind hearts behind them all, who, in the 
enjoyment of their own happiness, seemed not 
to have forgotten the least of those conmiitted 
to their charge. 

Tea was followed by dancing on the lawn,, 
and this in turn by a stand-up supper, going 
on till nine o'clock, when by far the most 
magnificent show of fireworks ever seen in the 
country-side kept enthusiasm to its highest 
pitch till past ten. " God save the Queen " 
brought that strange lump into our throats 
which for some unknown reason the National 
Anthem does at all times. Then we broke up, 
and thunderous applause, combined with cheers 
and snatches of " He 's a jolly good fellow," 
rent the night air ; and home we went, a happy, 
grateful throng, leaving our much-loved host 
and hostess to enjoy that well-earned rest in 
which they must indeed have stood in need. 

NOTES BY AN AMERICAN. 

It has never before been my privilege to 
witness in England a real typical John Bull 
and his lady dispense hospitality on their own 
soil to those connected with them by ties of 
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blood, friendship and dependence. We have 
read of such doings in history and in fiction, 
but it needs to be on the spot to realise the 
amotions that prevail in an atmosphere and 
environment such as this, the like of which do 
not exist anywhere else in the world. 

Squire d'Aleeth was the country gentleman, 
the old soldier, the popular landlord, the friend 
of the county, and the genial host at one and 
the same time ; and by his side was the sweet 
and gracious lady welcoming with just that 
quiet charm and touch of pride which is at 
once " our envy and despair." A full report 
of the proceedings and the speeches will be 
given elsewhere, but I must here refer to the 
last words of our host, as he returned thanks 
for himself and our hostess. " If any part of 
my life," he said, " has been — I will not say a 
success — but anything removed from a dismal 
failure (laughter), I can only assure you the 
credit of this most difficult affair is due to one 
whose love and sympathy has stood the test 
of a long lifetime (here he waved his hat with a 
formal bow to his wife), one who has been with 
me now through fifty years of mingled sickness 
and health, weal and woe, sunshine and rain, 
roses and thorns. We have not been exempt 
from sorrow, great sorrows; but at least we 
have shared them together, even as we share 
the joy of this little man (la}dng his hand upon 
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his grandson's head) ; and we have been very 
blessed in our children and in happiness and 
prosperity that we feel is undeserved (no, no 
and cheers) — ^well, if it is deserved, it is there 
(waving his beaver hat in the right direction 
again), not here (laughter). Ladies and Gentle- 
men, I cannot as I would sing her praises, for 
I have no voice and am not musical (hear, hear), 
but believe me, standing as I do at the end of 
a long life, and thanking you in both our 
names for all your kindness and goodness, which 
we indeed appreciate, beUeve me, friends, I do 
not forget to be thankful to the best of all 
Givers for the best of all Gifts — God, and my 
wife." There was a momentary hush as the 
strong, resonant voice ceased in that reverent 
tone, then someone said " Amen," and the 
cheering began and continued. The Squire's 
lady had tears in her eyes, but she sat up very 
straight and would not let them fall. I doubt 
if many could have been so self-controlled. 

The presents were very numerous and costly, 
many of them jewelled and made in metal most 
appropriate, but of only two will I here make 
special mention. A leather case satin lined, 
and|[in it a pearl and diamond crown, with below 
a very large star. On a paper were these words : 
*' A Crown of Gold is not enough for Her who 
has been the guiding star in the Ufe of this frail 
bark. — R. d'A." The other, placed next it in 
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glorious contrast, is a picture of " Frpggie 
would a-wooing go," painted in very fine colours 
with a few smudged edges, for " Dear Gaffa 
and Gamma from Sonney." 

{A list of guests here follows, with also 
a list of presents.) 

August 30th. 

A. wanted me to go golfing to-day. 
I really couldn't. He wanted to know 
why, so I told him I was busy preparing 
a birthday present for him ; and he 
asked what it was. I said something I 
thought he would really like this time. 
A. said, " Not a white elephant, I hope.*' 
I hoped not too, and let him know I 
should be really shocked and very much 
surprised — really. " Besides," I said, 
"you would certainly lose your poor 
wife." 

A. looked at me with a half smile ; I 
looked at him with a whole one. 

Presently — 
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" You are not a bit like your mother/' 
he said. 

^* Not a bit, am I ? I don't know where 
I came from — ^unless it 's Aunt Di." 

" Nor I/' said my husband ; " but — 
I *m glad you came." 

November ist. 

After all our ups and downs, all our 
storms in tea-cups, all our moimtains and 
molehills, I have had my reward. A. is 
glad I came. Oh, Mac, dear old boy, if 
you knew how glad I am I was allowed to 
come and be with you, if only for a bit of 
the road, perhaps you would be surprised. 
I have loved every scrap of the journey, 
it 's been great fun all the way ; but if 
I were asked what part I would like to go 
through again, I think, if it would not 
hurt your feelings, it would be that de- 
lightful tropical time, when I tripped in 
the warmth and the sun, and was loved 
by Ahasuerus ! 
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January ist, 1899. 

I have found such a fascinating quota- 
tion in an old book. It reminds me of 
Aunt Di ; the sort of thing I think she 
used to feel, if she did not say. I do hope, 
if the race is to be perpetuated, there will 
always be somebody to keep aUve the 
recollection of that dearest of women,, 
who is to everyone who ever knew her a 
most blessed memory, and besides this,, 
when all 's said and done — ^is — Possibly — 
My Grandmother ! 

Bit that reminds me of her, and I like 
to think is true : — 

"Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 
The soul that rises with us, our life's star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And Cometh from afar: 
Not in entire forgetfulness. 
And not in utter nakedness. 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home." 

THE END. 
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